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TO     HIS     GRACE 


THOMAS     HOLLES, 

DUKE    of   NEWCASTLE. 


MY     LORD, 

HAD  I  the  honour  of  being  perfonally  known  to 
your  Grace,  1  had  not  thus  prefamptuoufly 
addrefied  you,  without  previous  folicitation  for  fo  great 
an  indulgence.  But  that  your  Grace  may  neither  be 
iurprifed  nor  offended  at  the  liberty  I  am  taking,  my 
plea  is,  that  the  great  and  good  Man,  whole  name  is 
prefixed  to  the  firil  of  thefe  poems,  was  a  friend  and 
benefaclor  to  me.  The  favours  I  have  received  at  his 
hands,  and  the  kind  alTurances  he  was  pleafed  to  give 
nle  of  their  continuance,  which  his  death  only  pre- 
vented, have  left  me  to  lament  my  own  private  lois 
amidft  the  general  concern.  It  is  from  thefe  favours 
and  alfarances  that  I  flatter  myfelf  with  having  a  kind 
of  privilege  to  addrefs  your  Grace  upon  this  occafion, 
and  to  entreat  your  patronage  of  the  following  fheets. 
I  pretended  to  no  merit  with  Mr.  Pelham,  except  that 
of  honouring  his  virtues,  and  vvilhing  to  have  been  fer- 
viceable  to  them  :  I  pretend  to  no  other  v.ith  your 
Grace.  My  hopes  are,  that  while  you  are  fulfilling 
every  generous  iiitcntion  of  the  brother  whom  you 
B  2  loved. 
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loved,  your  Grace  will  not  think  me  unworthy  of  fome 
fmall  fliare  of  that  notice,  with  which  he  was  once 
pleafed  to  honour  me. 

I  will  not  detain  your  Grace  to  echo  back  the  voice 
of  a  whole  people  in  favour  of  your  juil  and  prudent 
adminiilration  of  public  aftairs.  That  the  falutary 
meafures  you  are  purfuing  may  be  as  produdive  of 
tranquillity  and  honour  to  your  Grace,  as  they  are 
of  happincfb  to  thefe  kingdoms,  is  the  fmccre  wilh  of. 

My  Lord, 
Your  Grace's 
moll  humble, 
moft  obedient, 
and 
moH  devoted  Servant. 


Tully's  Head, Pall-Mail,  EDWARD  MOORi.. 

Feb.  26, 1756. 
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PREFACE, 


MOST  of  the  following  poems  have  already  made 
their  appearance  in  detached  pieces  ;  but  as 
many  of  them  were  printed  without  a  name,  I  was  ad- 
vifed  by  fome  particular  friends  to  colleft  them  into  a 
volume,  and  publifh  them  by  fubfcription.  The  pain- 
ful tafic  of  foliciting  fuch  a  fubfcription  was  chiefly  un- 
dertaken by  thofe  friends,  and  with  fuch  fpirit  and 
zeal,  that  I  fhould  be  greatly  wanting  in  gratitude,  if  I 
negledled  any  opportunity,  either  public  or  private,  of 
making  them  my  molt  fmcere  acknowledgements.  I 
am  alfo  obliged  to  a  very  valuable  friend  in  Ireland 
for  a  confiderable  number  of  fubfcribers  in  that  king- 
dom, a  lift  of  whofe  names  I  have  not  been  favoured 
with,  and  for  which  I  was  defired  not  to  delay  publi- 
cation. I  mention  this  feeming  negledt,  that  my  friends 
on  that  fide  the  water  may  not  accufe  me  of  any  dif- 
refpedl. 

Such  as  the  work  now  is,  I  fubmit  it  to  the  public. 
Defedls  in  it  there  are  many,  which  I  have  wanted  both 
time  and  abilities  to  amend  as  I  could  wifli.  Its  merit 
(if  it  has  any,  and  I  may  be  allowed  to  name  it)  is  its 
being  natural  and  unaffefted,  and  tending  to  promote 
B  3  virtue 
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virtue  and  good-humour.  Thofe  parts  of  it  that  have 
been  publiflicd  fmgly,  had  the  good  fortune  to  pleafe  ; 
thofe  that  are  now  added  will,  I  hope,  be  no  difcredit 
to  them.  Upon  the  whole,  I  have  fent  this  my  off- 
fpring  into  the  world  in  as  decent  a  drefs  as  I  was  able : 
a  legitimate  one  I  am  fure  it  is  ;  and  if  it  iliould  be 
thought  defective  in  ftrength,  fpirit,  or  vigour,  let  it 
be  confidered  that  its  father's  marriage  with  the  Mufes, 
like  m.ofl:  other  marriages  into  that  noble  family,  w^s 
more  from  neceffity  than  inclination. 
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DISCOVERY: 

A    N 

ODE 

TO    THE     RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

HENRY       P  E  L  H  A  M. 

Vir  bonus  efl  quis  P  Hor. 


I. 

TAKE  wing,  my  mufe  !   from  fliore  to  (hore 
FI7,  and  that  happy  place  explore 
Where  Virtue  deigns  to  dwell ; 
If  yet  Ihe  treads  on  Britilli  ground, 
\\'here  can  the  fugitive  be  founds 
In  city,  court,  or  cell  ? 

II. 

Not  there,  where  wine  and  frantic  mirth 
Unite  the  fenfual  fons  of  earth 

In  Pleafure's  thoughtlefs  train; 
Nor  yet  where  fanftity's  a  fhow, 
W  here  fouls  nor  joy  nor  pity  know 

Tor  human  blifs  or  pain. 

B  4  !  III.  He 
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III.' 

Her  fecial  heart  alike  difowns 

The  race,  who  ftiunning  crowds  and  thrones, 

In  fhades  fequefter'd  doze  ; 
Whofe  iloth  no  generous  care  can  wake. 
Who  rot  like  weeds  on  Lethe's  lake. 

In  fenielefs,  vile  repofe. 

IV. 

With  thefe  fhe  fliims  the  faftious  tribe. 
Who  fpurn  the  yet  unofter'd  bribe. 

And  at  corruption  lour  ; 
Waiting  till  Difcord  Havock  cries. 
In  hopes,  like  Catiline,  to  rile 

On  anarchy  to  pow'r  ! 

V. 

Ye  Wits,  who  boall  from  ancient  times, 
A  right  divine  to  fcourge  our  crimes. 

Is  it  with  you  Hie  reils  ? 
No.     Int'reft,  fiander  are  your  views. 
And  Virtue  now,  with  every  mufc. 

Flies  your  unhailow'd  brealls. 

VI. 

There  was  a  time,  I  heard  her  fay. 
Ere  females  were  feduc'd  by  play. 

When  Beauty  was  her  throne  ; 
But  now,  where  dwelt  the  Soft  Defires, 
The  Furies  light  forbidden  fires. 

To  Love  and  Her  unknown. 

VII.  From 
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vir. 

From  thefc  th'  indignant  goddefs  fiies. 
And  where  the  fpires  of  Science  rife, 

■   A  while  fufpends  her  wing  ; 
But  pedant  Pride  and  Rage  are  there. 
And  Fadlion  tainting  all  the  air. 
And  pois'ning  every  fpring. 

VIII. 

Long  through  the  f^y's  wide  pathlefs  way 
The  mufe  obferv'd  the  wand'rer  ftray. 

And  raark'd  her  lafi  retreat ; 
O'er  Surrey's  barren  heaths  flie  flew, 
Defcending  like  the  filent  dew 

On  Ellicr's  peaceful  feat. 

IX. 
There  fhe  beholds  the  gentle  Mole 
His  penfive  waters  calmly  roll, 

Amidft  Elyfian  ground  : 
There  through  the  windings  of  the  grove 
She  leads  her  family  of  Love, 

And  ilrews  her  fweets  around. 

X. 
I  hear  her  bid  the  Daughters  fair 
Oft  to  yon  gloomy  grott  repair. 

Her  fecret  ftcps  to  meet  ; 
Nor  Thou,  fne  cries,  thefe  (hades  forfake, 
JBut  come,  lov'd  Confort,  come  and  make 

The  hulhand's  blifs  complete. 
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XL 

Yet  not  too  much  the  foothing  eafe 
Of  rural  indolence  fliall  pleafe 

My  Pelham's  ardent  hreaft  ; 
The  man  whom  Virtue  calls  her  own 
Mull  iband  the  pillar  of  a  throne. 

And  make  a  nation  blcft. 

XII. 

Pelham  !   'tis  thine  with  temp'ratc  zeal 
To  guard  Britannia's  public  weal, 

Attack'd  on  every  part  : 
Her  fatal  difcords  to  compofe. 
Unite  her  fiiends,  difarm  her  foes, 

Demands  thy  head  and  heart. 

XIII. 

When  bold  Rebellion  (hook  the  land. 
Ere  yet  from  William's  dauntlcfs  hand 

Ker  barbarous  army  fled  ; 
Vv'hen  Valour  droop'd,  and  Wifdom  fcar'dj 
Tliy  voice  expiring  Credit  heard. 

And  rais'd  her  languid  head. 

XIV. 

Nov/  by  thy  flrong  aflifling  hand, 
Fix'd  en  a  rock  I  fee  her  Hand, 

Againfi  whofe  folid  feet. 
In  vain,  through  eveiy  future  age. 
The  londcft,  moH  tempelluous  rage 

Of  angry  v/ar  iiiaii  beat. 

XV.  And 
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XV. 

And  grieve  not  if  the  Tons  of  Strife 
Attempt  to  cloud  thy  fpotlefs  life. 

And  Ihade  its  brighteil:  fcenes  ; 
"Wretches,  by  kiRdnei"s  unfubdu'd. 
Who  fee,  who  fhare  the  common  good. 

Yet  cavil  at  the  means. 

XVI. 

Like  thefe,  the  metaphyfic  crew. 
Proud  to  be  fmgular  and  new. 

Think  all  they  fee  deceit ; 
Are  warm'd  and  cherifii'd  by  the  day^ 
Peel  and  enjoy  the  heav'nlv  ray. 

Yet  doubt  of  light  and  heat. 
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O   F 

S    E    L    I    M     THE     PERSIAN*, 

FOR       DIVER? 

HIGH    CRIMES   AND  MISDEMEANORS. 

THE  court  was  met;  the  pris'ner  brought; 
The  counfel  with  infrrudions  fraught ; 
And  evidence  prepar'd  at  large. 
On  oath,  to  vindicate  the  charge. 

But  firil:  'tis  meet,  where  form  denies 
Poetic  helps  of  fancy'd  lies. 
Gay  metaphors,  and  figures  line. 
And  fimilies  to  deck  the  line ; 
•'Tis  meet  (as  we  before  have  faid) 
To  call  defcription  to  our  aid. 

Begin  we  then  (as  firft  'tis  fitting) 
With  the  three  Chiefs  in  judgment  fitting. 

*  George  Lyttelton,  Efq.  aftenvards  Lord  Lyttelton.  Tl)e 
Perfi.in  Letters  of  this  noblei-n^ii^  were  written  under  the  cha- 
rafl  er  of  Scllm,  wliich  occalioned  Mr.  Moc>re  to  give  him  th«j 
fa:ne  nam;  i  n  this  poem. 

Above 
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Above  the  reft,  and  in  the  chair. 
Sat  f  addon  with  dilTembled  air; 
Her  tongue  was  fkill'd  in  fpecious  lies. 
And  murmurs,  whence  diflentions  rife ; 
A  fmiling  maCc  her  features  veii'd. 
Her  form  the  patriot's  robe  conceai'd; 
With  fludy'd  blandifhments  fne  bow'd. 
And  drew  the  captivated  crowd. 
The  next  in  place,  and  on  the  right. 
Sat  Envy,  hideous  to  the  iight; 
Her  fnaky  locks,  her  hollow  eyes. 
And  haggard  form  forbad  difguife ; 
Pale  difcontent  and  fallen  hate 
Upon  her  wrinkled  forehead  fat ; 
Her  left-hand,  clench'd,  her  cheek  fuftain'd. 
Her  right   (with  m.any  a  murder  uain'd) 
A  dagger  clutch'd,  in  aft  to  ftrike. 
With  Harts  of  rage,  and  aim  oblique. 

Lail  on  the  left  was  Clamour  feen. 
Of  ilature  vaft,  and  horrid  mien  j 
With  bloated  checks,  and  frantic  eyes. 
She  fent  her  yellings  to  the  fkics ; 
Prepared  with  trumpet  in  her  hand, 
I'o  blow  fedition  o'er  the  land. 

With  thefe,  four  more  of  lefTer  fame. 
And  humbler  rank,  attendant  came  ; 
Hypocrify  with  fmiling  grace. 
And  Impudence  witli  brazen  face. 
Contention  bold,  with  iron  lungs. 
And  Slander  with  her  hundi-cd  tongues. 

The 
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The  walls  in  fculptur'd  tale  were  rich. 
And  ftatues  proud  (in  many  a  nich) 
Of  chiefs,  who  fought  in  Faction's  caufe* 
And  perifn'd  for  contempt  of  laws. 
The  roof  in  vary'd  light  and  Ihade, 
The  feat  of  Anarchy  difplay'd^ 
Triumphant  o'er  a  falling  throne 
(By  emblematic  figures  known) 
Corifufion  rag'd,  and  Luic  obfcene. 
And  Riot  with  diftemper'd  mien. 
And  Outrage  bold,  and  mifchief  dire^ 
And  Devailation  clad  in  fire. 
Prone  on  the  ground  a  martial  maid 
Expiring  lay,  and  groan'd  for  aid  ; 
Her  mield  with  many  a  fcab  was  pierc'd. 
Her  laurels  torn,  her  fpear  revers'd ; 
And  near  her,  crouch'd  amidfl  the  fpoils, 
A  lion  panted  in  the  toils. 

With  look  compos'd  the  prisoner  flood. 
And  modefc  pride.     By  turns  he  view'd 
The  court,  the  counfel,  and  the  cro\vd> 
And  with  fubmifiive  rev'rence  bow'd. 

Proceed  we  now,  in  humbler  drains^ 
And  lighter  rhymes,  with  what  remains. 

Th'  indidlment  grievoufly  fet  forth. 
That  Selim,  loil:  to  patriot  worth, 
(In  company  with  one  Will  Pitt*, 
And  m.any  more,  not  taken  yet) 

*  Afterwards  Earl  of  Clulham. 


H 


THE    TRIAL    OF    SELIT,!.  15 

In  Forty-five,  the  royal  palace  * 
Did  enter,  and  to  ftiame  grown  callous. 
Did  then  and  there  his  faith  fcrfake. 
And  did  accept,  receive,  and  take. 
With  mifchievous  intent  and  bafe. 
Value  unknown,  a  certain  place. 

He  Vv'as  a  fecond  time  indi(5ledi 
For  that,  by  evil  zeal  excited. 
With  learning  more  than  layman's  fnare, 
(Which  parfons  want,  and  he  might  fparc) 
In  Letter  to  one  Gilbert  Weflf, 
He,  the  faid  Selim,  did  atteft. 
Maintain,  fupport,  and  make  affertion 
Of  certain  points,  from  Paul's  converfion. 
By  means  whereof  the  faid  apoftie 
Did  many  an  unbeliever  joftle. 
Starting  unfalhionable  fancies. 
And  building  truths  on  known  romances. 

A  th\td  charge  ran,  that  knowing  well 
Wits  only  eat  as  pam.phlets  {2II, 
He,  the  faid  Selim,  notwithftanding. 
Did  fall  to  anfw'ring,  Ihaming,  branding 
Three  curious  Letters  to  the  Whigs  4:; 
Making  no  reader  care  three  figs 

*  Ivlr.  Lyttelton  was  appcinceJ  a  Lord  of  the  Treafury  2  'th 
Dec.  1744. 

f  Entitled,  "  Obfen-ations  on  the  Converfion  and  Apoftle- 
fliip  of  St.  Paul.    In  a  Letter  to  Gilbert  Wert,  £fq."  8vo.  1747. 

X  Entituled,  «  Three  Letters  to  the  Whljs  ■  occafioned  by 
thi  Letter  to  the  Tories."  Svo.  174,3. 

For 
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For  any  fiiih  contain'd  therein  j 

By  which  uncharitable  fm 

An  author,  modefl  and  deferving, 

Was  dcltin'd  to  contempt  and  llarving; 

Againll:  tlic  king,  his  crown  and  peace. 

And  all  the  Ilatutes  in  that  cafe. 

The  pleader  rofe  with  brief  full  charg'd. 
And  on  the  pris'ner's  crimes  enlarg'd — 
But  not  to  damp  the  Mufe's  fire 
With  rhet'ric,  fuch  as  courts  require. 
We'll  try  to  keep  the  reader  warm. 
And  fift  the  matter  from  the  form. 
Virtue  and  fecial  love,  he  faid. 
And  honour  from  the  land  were  fled; 
That  patriots  now,  like  other  folks, 
Vv'erc  made  the  butt  of  vulgar  jokes ; 
While  Oppofition  dropp'd  her  crelt, 
^nd  courted  pow'r  for  wealth  and  reft. 
VVhy  fome  folks  laugh'd,  and  fome  folks  rail'd. 
Why  fome  lubmitted,  fome  affail'd. 
Angry  or  plca^'d— all  folv'd  the  doubt 
With  who  were  in,  and  who  were  out. 
The  fons  of  Clamour  grew  fo  fickly. 
They  look'd  for  diflblution  quickl;/  j 
I'lieir  Weekly  Journals,  iinely  written. 

Were  funk  in  privies  all  belli n; 

Old-England  %  and  the  London-Evening, 
Hardly  a  foul  was  found  believing  in  ; 

*  An  Oppofition  Paper  at  that  UmQ  publiflied,  in  which  Mr. 
Lyttelton  was  tVcqucntly  abufed. 

And 
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And  Caleb  *,  once  fo  bold  and  ftrong. 
Was  flupid  now,  and  always  wrong. 

Afk  ye  whence  rofe  this  foul  difgrace  ? 
Why  Selim  has  recciv'd  a  place. 
And  thereby  brought  the  caufe  to  Ihame  ; 
Proving  that  people,  void  of  blame. 
Might  ferve  tiieir  country  and  their  king. 
By  making  both  the  felf-fame  thing : 
By  which  the  credulous  believ'd. 
And  others   (by  ftrange  arts  dcceiv'd) 
That  Miniilers  were  fometimes  right. 

And  meant  not  to  deflroy  us  quite. 

That  bart'ring  thus  in  ilate  affairs. 
He  next  mull  deal  in  facred  wares. 
The  clergy's  rights  divine  invade. 

And  fmuggle  in  the  gofpel-trade  : 

And  all  this  zeal  to  re-inflate 

Exploded  notions,  out  of  date  ; 

Sending  old  rakes  to  church  in  flioals. 

Like  children,  Aiiv'iing  for  their  fouls  j 

And  ladies  gay,  from  fmut  and  libels. 

To  learn  beliefs,  and  read  their  bibles ; 

Erefting  confcience  for  a  tutor. 

To  damn  the  prefent  by  the  future  : 

As  if  to  evils  known  and  real 

^Twas  needful  to  annex  ideal ; 

*  Caleb  D'Anvers,  the  name  affumed  by  the  writers  of  the 
Craftfi-iian. 

Vol.  LXV,  C  When 
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When  ail  of  human  hfe  \vc  kiiow 
Is  care,  and  bitternefs,  and  Vi  oe, 
With  fhort  tranfitions  of  delight, 
To  (ct  the  ihattcr'd  fpirits  right. 
Then  why  {\ic\\  mighty  pains  and  care;^ 
To  make  us  humbler  than  we  are  ? 
Forbidding  fhori-iiv'd  mirth  and  laughter. 
By  fears  of  what  may  come  hereafter  ? 
Better  in  ignorance  to  dwell ; 
None  fe?x.Y,  but  who  believe  a  hell; 
And  if  ihere  fhould  be  one,  no  doubt. 
Men  of  themfclves  would  find  it  out. 

But  ScHm's  crimes,  he  faid,  went  further. 
And  barely  ilopp'd  on  this  fide  murther; 
One  yet  remain'd  to  clofe  the  charge. 
To  which  (with  leave)  he'd  fpeak  a:  large. 
And,  firll:,  'twas  needful  to  premife. 
That  though  fo  long  (for  reafons  wife) 
Tjie  prefs  inviolate  had  llood^ 
Produ<fl:ivc  of  the  public  good ; 
Yet  fcdl,  too  modeil  to  abufe. 
It  rail'datvice,  but  told  not  whcfe. 
That  great  improvements,  of  late  days. 
Were  made,  to  many  an  author's  praii^e, 
Wl;o,  not  fo  fcrupulouily  nice, 
Prcclaim'd  the  perfon  with  the  vice  ; 
Or  gave,  where  vices  might  be  wanted, 
The  name,  and  tcok  the  reft  for  granted. 
Upon  this  plan,  a  Champion  *  rofe. 
Unrighteous  greatnefs  to  oppofe, 

*  Author  of  the  Letter:  to  the  Whigs. 

Proving 
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Proving  the  man  "  inventus  non  eft,'* 

Who  trades  in  pow'r,  and  flill  is  honeft  ; 

And  (Godbeprais'd)  he  did  it  roundly. 

Flogging  a  certain  junto  foundly. 

But  chiefhis  anger  was  directed, 

Whsre  people  leaft  of  all  fufpeftedj 

And  Selim,  net  To  ftrong  as  tall. 

Beneath  his  grafp  appear'd  to  fall. 

But  Innocence  (as  people  fay) 

Stood  hy,  and  fav'd  him  in  the  fray. 

By  her  aiTilled,  and  one  Truth, 

A  bufy,  prating,  forward  youth. 

He  rally 'd  all  his  Hrength  anew. 

And  at  the  foQ  a  Letter  threw  f  : 

His  weakeft  part  the  weapon  found. 

And  brought  him  fenfdefs  to  the  ground. 

Hence  Oppofition  fled  the  field. 

And  Ignorance  with  her  feven-fold  Ihield ; 

And  well  they  might,  for  (things  weigh'd  fully) 

The  pris'ner  with  his  Whore  and  Bully, 

Muft  prove  for  every  foe  too  hard. 

Who  never  fought  v%'ith  fuch  a  guard. 

But  Truth  and  Innocence,  he  faid, 
W  ould  Hand  him  here  in  little  Head ; 
For  they  had  evidence  on  oath. 
That  would  appear  too  hard  for  both, 

y  Prcbably,  «  A  Congratulatory  Letter  to  Selin;  on  the  Let- 
•tsr3  to  the  Whigs  r"    070,1748. 

C  Z  pf 
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Of  witnefles  a  fearful  train 
Came  next,  th'  indidlments  to  f.illain ; 
Dctraclionj  Hatred,  and  Diftruli, 
And  Party,  of  all  foes  the  worft. 
Malice,  Revenge,  a^id  Unbelief, 
And  Diiiippointment  worn  with  grief, 
Dilhcnour  foul,  unaw'd  by  lliame. 
And  every  fiend  that  Vice  can  name. 
All  thefe  in  ample  form  depos'd. 
Each  fad  the  triple  charge  difclos*d. 
With  taunts  and  gibes  of  bitter  fort, 
And  afking  vengeance  from  the  court. 

The  pris'ner  faia  in  his  defence. 
That  he  indeed  had  fmall  pretence 
To  foften  facls  fo  deeply  fv.'orn. 
But  would  for  his  offences  mourn  ; 
Yet  more  he  hop'd  tlian  bare  repentance 
Might  flill  be  urg'd  to  ward  the  fentence. 
That  he  had  held  a  place  fome  years. 
He  own'd  with  penitence  and  tears. 
But  took  it  not  from  motives  bafe, 
Th'  indictment  there  mifiook  the  cafe  ; 
And  though  he  had  betray 'd  his  trull 
In  being  to  liis  country  juit, 
Neglev3:ing  Fadlion  and  her  friends. 
He  did  it  not  for  wicked  ends. 
But  that  complaints  and  feuds  might  ceafe. 
And  jarring  parties  mix  in  peace. 

That  what  he  wrote  to  Gilbert  '\^>ll. 
Bore  hard  agamil:  him,  he  confefc^'d  ; 


Yet 
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Vet  there  they  wrong'd  him ;  for  the  fa6l  is. 
He  reafon'd  for  Belief,  not  Praftice ; 
And  people  might  believe,  he  thought. 
Though  Pra«Elice  might  be  deem'd  a  fault. 
He  either  dreamt  it,  or  was  told. 
Religion  was  rever'd  of  old. 
That  it  gave  breeding  no  offence. 
And  was  no  foe  to  wit  and  fenfe ; 
But  whether  this  was  truth,  or  whim. 
He  would  not  fay  ;  the  doubt  with  him 
(And  no  great  harm  he  hop'd)  was,  how 
T'h'  enlighten'd  world  would  take  it  now  : 
If  they  admitted  it,  'twas  well ; 
If  not,  he  never  talk'd  of  hell ; 
Nor  even  hop'd  to  change  men's  meafurcs. 
Or  frighten  ladies  from  their  pleafures. 

One  accufation,  he  confefs'd. 
Had  touch'd  him  more  than  all  the  reft; 
Three  Patriot-Letters,  high  in  fame. 
By  him  o'erthro^Am,  and  brought  to  fhame. 
And  though  it  was  a  rule  in  vogue. 
If  one  man  call'd  another  rogue. 
The  party  injur 'd  might  reply. 
And  on  his  foe  retort  tlie  lie ; 
Yet  what  accru'd  from  all  his  labour. 
Bat  foul  difhcnour  to  his  neighbour  ? 
And  he's  a  moll  unchriilian  elf. 
Who  others  damns  to  fave  himfelf. 
Befides,  as  all  men  knew,  he  faid, 
Tliofe  Letters  only  rail'd  for  bread ; 

C  3  And 
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And  hunger  was  a  known  excufe 

For  proftitution  and  abufe  : 

A  guinea,  properly  apply 'd. 

Had  made  the  Writer  change  his  fide  ; 

He  wifh'd  he  had  not  cut  and  carv'd  hlm^ 

And  own'd,  he  fhould  have  bought,  not  Ilarv'd  him. 

The  court,  he  faid,  knew  all  the  reft. 
And  mufl  proceed  as  they  thought  beft ; 
Only  he  hop'd  fuch  refignation 
Would  plead  fome  little  mitigation ; 
And  if  his  charafter  was  clear 
From  other  faults  (and  friends  were  near. 
Who  would,  when  call'd  upon,  atteil  it) 
He  did  in  humbleft  form  requeft  it. 
To  be  from  punifhment  exempt. 
And  only  fufFer  their  contempt. 

The  pris'ner's  friends  their  claim  preferr'd. 
In  turn  demanding  to  be  heard. 
Integrity  and  Honour  fwore, 
Benevolence,  and  twenty  m.ore. 
That  he  was  always  of  their  party. 
And  that  they  knew  him  firm  and  hearty. 
Religion,  fober  dame,  attended. 
And,  as  {he  could,  his  caufe  befriended. 
She  faid,  'twas  fmce  he  came  from  college^ 
She  knew  him  introduc'd  by  Knowledge  ; 
The  man  was  modeft  and  fmcere. 
Nor  farther  could  fhe  interfere. 
The  Mufes  begg'd  to  interpofe ; 
But  Envy  with  loud  hiffings  rofe. 

Ami 
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And  call'd  them  women  of  ill  fame. 

Liars,  and  proHitutes  to  fhame  ; 

And  faid,  to  all  the  world  't\^  as  known, 

Seiim  had  had  them  every  one. 

The  pris'nerblufh'd,  the  Mufes  frown'd. 

When  filence  was  proclaim 'd  around. 

And  Fa'ftion,  rifmg  with  the  reil. 

In  form  the  pris'ner  thus  addrefs'd. 

You,  Selim,  thnce  have  been  indidled  : 
Firfl,  that  by  wicked  pride  excited. 
And  bent  your  country  to  difgrace. 
You  have  rcceiv'd,  and  held  a  Place  : 
Next,  Infidelity  to  wound. 
You've  dar'd,  with  arguments  profound. 
To  drive  Freethinking  to  a  iland. 
And  v.ith  Religion  vex  the  land  : 
And  laftly,  in  contempt  of  right. 
With  horrid  and  unnat'ral  fpite. 
You  have  an  Author's  fame  overthrown. 
Thereby  to  build  and  fence  your  own. 

Thefe  crimes  fucceflive,  on  your  trial. 
Have  met  v/ith  proofs  beyond  denial ; 
To  v/hich  yourfelf,  with  fhame,  conceded. 
And  buc  in  mitigation  pleaded. 
Yet  that  the  juiHce  of  the  court 
May  fufler  not  in  men's  report, 
judgment  a  moment  I  fufpend. 
To  reafon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

And  firll,  that  You,  of  all  mankind, 
Vy'ith  Kings  and  Courts  Ihould  flairi  your  mind  ! 

C  4  ThK 
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You  !  who  were  Oppofition's  lord  ! 
Her  nerves,  her  finews,  and  her  fword  ! 
That  You  at  laft,  for  fervile  ends. 
Should  wound  the  bowels  of  her  friends  I 
Is  aggravation  of  offence. 
That  leaves  for  mercy  no  pretence. 

Yet  more For  You  to  urge  your  hate. 

And  back  the  Church,  to  aid  the  State  ! 
For  You  to  publilh  fuch  a  Letter  ! 
You  !  who  have  known  Religion  better  ! 
For  You,  I  fay,  to  introduce 
The  fraud  again  !  —  there's  no  excufe. 
And  laft  of  all,  to  crown  your  fhamC;, 
Was  it  for  You  to  load  with  blame 
The  v/ritings  of  a  Patriot-Youth, 
And  fummon  Innocence  and  Truth 

To  prop  your  caufe  ?- Was  this  for  You  r  — 

But  juilice  does  your  crimes  purfue  ; 
And  fentence  now  alone  remains. 
Which  thus,  by  Me,  the  court  ordains  : 

"  That  you  return  from  whence  you  came, 
"  There  to  be  ftript  of  all  your  fame 
*'  By  vulgar  hands  ;  That  once  a  week 
'*  Old-Lngland  pinch  you  till  you  fqueak  ; 
«'  That  ribbald  Pamphlets  do  purfue  you, 
<'    And  lies  and  murmurs,  to  undo  you. 
"^  With  every  foe  that  V/orth  procures, 
'*  And  only  Virtue^s  friends  be  Yours.*' 


And 


ODE 

T   O 

G     A     R     R     I      C      K, 

U   P  O  N 

T  H  E    TALK    OF    THE    TOWN. 

*'  When  I  faid  I  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not 
*'  tiiink  1  ihouid  live  till  I  were  married." 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

I. 

N'O,  no  ;  the  left-hand  box,  in  blue; 
There !  don't  you  fee  her  ?— "  See  her  !  V/ho  ?" 
Nay,  hang  me  if  I  tell. 
There's  Garrick  in  the  mufic-box ! 

Watch  but  his  eyes;  fee  there *•'  O  pox'" 

*'  Your  ferv'ant,  Ma'moifelle  1'* 

II. 

Bat  tell  me,  David,  is  it  true  ? 

Lord  help  us  1  what  will  fome  folks  do  ? 

How  will  they  curfe  this  llranger ! 
What !   fairly  taken  in  for  life  ! 
A  fober,  ferious,  wedded  wife ! 

U  fie  upon  you.  Ranger  1 

III.  The 
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III. 

The  clergy  too  have  join'd  the  chat ; 
"  A  papiit  1— Has  he  thought  of  that  ? 

**  Or  means  he  to  convert  her?'* 
Troth,  boy,  unlcfs  your  zeal  be  flout. 
The  nymph  may  turn  Your  faith  about. 

By  arguments  exporter. 

IV. 

The  ladies,  pale  and  out  of  breath. 
Wild  as  the  witches  in  Macbeth, 

Afk  if  the  "  deed  be  doner" 
O,  David  I  IIRen  to  my  lay  !   . 
I'll  prophefy  the  things  they'll  fay ; 

For  tongues,  you  know,  will  run. 

V. 

'^  And  pray,  what  other  news  d'  ye  hear  ? 
"  Marry'd!— But  don't  you  think,  my  dear^ 

"  He's  growing  out  of  fafhion? 
'*  People  may  fancy  what  they  will, 
"  But  Quln's  the  only  adlor  Hill, 

*'  To  touch  the  tender  palTion. 

VI. 

'*  Nay,  m.adam,  did  you  mind,  lafl  night, 
"  His  Archer  ?  Not  a  line  on't  right  1 

"  I  thought  I  heard  fome  hifies. 
"  Good  God !   if  Billy  Mills,  thought  I, 
*'  Or  Billy  Havard  would  but  try, 

*'  They'd  beat  him  all  to  pieces. 

VII.  ''  Twas 
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VII. 
«'  ^Twas  prudent  though  to  drop  his  Baycs— 
**  And  (entre  nous)  the  Laureat  fays, 

"  He  hopes  he'll  give  up  Richard. 
"  But  then  it  tickles  me  to  fee, 
**  In  Haftings,  fuch  a  fhrimp  as  he 

"  Attempt  to  raviih  Pritchard. 

VIII. 

"  The  fellow  pleas'd  me  well  enough 

'^  In what  d'ye  call  it?  Hoadley's  fiuff; 

"  There's  fomething  there  like  nature  : 
*'  Juft  {o,  in  life,  he  runs  about, 
"  Plays  at  bo-peep,  nov/  in,  now  out, 

"  But  hurts  no  mortal  creature. 

IX. 

"  And  then  there's  Belmont,  to  be  fare  — 
**  O  ho !  my  gentle  Neddy  Moore  ! 

'^  How  does  my  good  lord-mayor  ? 
"  And  have  you  left  Chsapfide,  my  dear  I 
**  And  will  you  vmte  again  next  year, 

"  To  fliew  your  fav'rite  player  I 

X. 
**  But  Merope,  we  own,  is  iine, 
*'  Eum.enes  charms  in  every  line  ; 
"  How  prettily  he  vapours  1 
*'  So  gay  his  drefs,  fo  young  his  look, 
"  One  would  have  fvvcrn  'twas  Mr.  Cook, 
"  Or  Mathev/s,  catting  capers." 

XI.  Thu5. 
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XI. 
Thus,  David,  will  the  ladies  flout. 
And  councils  hold  at  every  rout. 

To  alter  all  your  plays  ; 
Yates  fliall  be  Benedick  next  y^ar, 
Ivlacklin  be  Richard,  Tafwell  Lear, 

And  Kitty  Clive  be  Bayes. 

XII. 

Two  parts  they  readily  allow 

Are  yours  ;  but  not  one  more,  they  vow  ; 

And  thus  they  clofe  their  fpite  : 
You  will  be  Sir  John  Brute,  they  fay, 
A  very  Sir  John  Brute  all  day. 

And  Fribble  all  the  nio-ht. 

o 

XIII. 

But  tell  me,  fair-ones,  is  it  fo  ? 

«'  You  all  did  love  him  once  *,"  we  know  ; 

What  then  provokes  your  gall  ? 
Forbear  to  rail— I'll  tell  you  why  ; 
Quarrels  may  come,  or  madam  die» 

And  then  there's  hope  for  all. 

XIV. 
And  now  a  word  or  two  remains. 
Sweet  Davy,  and  I  clofe  my  ftrains ; 

Think  well  ere  you  engage ; 
Vapours  and  ague-fits  may  come. 
And  matrimonial  claims  at  home, 

Un-nerve  you  for  the  ftage. 

*  Julius  Csfar, 


XV.  But 
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XV. 
But  if  you  find  your  fpirits  right. 
Your  mind  at  eafe,  your  body  tight. 

Take  her  ;  you  can't  do  better  ; 
A  pox  upon  the  tattling  Tov/n  ! 
The  fops  that  join  to  cry  her  down 

Would  give  their  ears  to  get  her, 
XVI. 
Then  if  her  heart  be  good  and  kind, 
(And  fare  that  face  befpeaks  a  mind 

As  foft  as  woman's  can  be) 
You'll  grow  as  conllant  as  a  dove. 
And  tafle  the  purer  fweets  of  love, 

Unvifited  by  Ranby, 


ENVY 
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ENVY     and     F  O  Tv  T  U  N  E  : 
A      TALE. 

T  O 

Mrs.      G    a   R    R    I    C    K. 

SAYS  Envy  to  Fortune,  **  Soft,  foft.  Madam  Flirt! 
"  Not  fo  fall  v/ith  your  wheel,  you'll  be  down  in 

the  dirt  ! 
'*  Well,  and  how  does  your  David  :  Indeed,  my  dear 

creature, 
*'  You've  fhewn  him.  a  wonderful  deal  of  good-nature ; 
**  lii3  bags  are  fo  full^  and  fuch  praifes  his  due, 
*^  That  the  like  was  ne'er  known— and  all  owing  to  you  : 
'*  But  why  won't  you  make  him  quite  happy  for  life, 
^'  And  to  all  you  have  done  add  the  gift  of  a  wife  ?'* 
Says  For'd-ne,  and  fmil'd,  "  Madam  Envy,  God  fave 

ye! 
*'  But  why  always  fneering  at  me"  and  poor  Davy  ? 
"  I  own  that  fometimes,  in  contempt  of  all  rules, 
'*  I  lavilh  my  favours  on  blockheads  and  fools ; 
'^  But  tlie  cafe  is  quite  diirercnt  here,  I  aver  it, 
f  For  David  ne'er  knew  me,  'till  brought  me  by  Merit. 
■*'  And  yet  to  convince  you-— nay.  Madam,  no  hilTes— - 
^'  Good-manners  at  leail— fuch  behaviour  as  this  is-— 1" 
(I'or  mention  but  Merit,  and  Envy  flies  out 
With  a  hifs  and  a  yell  that  would  filence  a  rout. 

But 
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But  Fortune  went  on)—-"  To  convince  you,  I  fay, 
*'  1  hat  I  honour  your  fchemc,  I'll  about  it  tc-day  ; 
"  Tne  man  fhall  be  marry'd.  To  pray  now  be  caiy, 
'*  And  Garrick  for  once  mall  do  fomcthing  to  pkal^  ye." 

So  Taying,  fhe  rattled  her  v/heel  out  of  fight, 
"Vyhile  Envy  walk'd  after,  and  grinn'd  v/ith  delight. 
It  feems  'twas  a  trick  that  fiic  long  had  been  brewing. 
To  marry  poor  David,  and  fo  be  his  ruin  : 
For  Slander  had  told  her  the  creature  lov'd  pdf, 
And-car'd  not  a  fig  for  a  foul  but  him  fell ; 
From  thence  (he  was  fure,  had  the  Devil  a  dnughter. 
He'd  fnap  at  the  girl,  fo  'twas  Fortune  that  brought  iicr  : 
And  then  fhould  her  temper  be  fallen  or  haughty. 
Her  llclh  too  be  frail,  and  incline  to  be  naughty, 
'Tvvould  fret  the  poor  f-:^riov/  fo  out  of  his  rczio^i. 
That  Barry  and  Q3in  would  fet  fafnions  next  fc:::fon. 

But  Fortune,  who  fav/  what  the  Fury  deiign'd, 
Refolv'd  to  get  David  a  wife  to  his  mind  : 
Yet  afraid  of  herfelf  in  a  matter  fo  nice. 
She  vifited  Prudence,  and  begg'd  her  advice. 
The  nymph  fnook  her  head  when  the  bufniefs  fhe  knew. 
And  faid  th?.t  her  femcdz  acquaintance  were  f^w; 
That  excepting  Mifs  R  *  *  *— O,  yes,  there  v.as  one, 
A  friend  of  that  lady's,  Ihe  vifitcd  none ; 
But  the  firft  was  too  great,  and  the  laft  was  too  r-rodj, 
And  as  for  the  reft,  fne  might  get  whom  Hie  ccu'd. 

Away  hurried  Fortune,  perplex'd  and  half  mad. 
But  her  promife  Vv'as  pafs'd,  and  a  wife  muil  be  had  : 
She  travers'd  the  town  from  one  corner  to  t'other, 
Nov/  knocking  at  one  door,  ajid  tlien  at  anouier. 

Ths 
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The  girls  curtfy'd  low  as  file  look'd  in  their  faces. 

And  bridled  and  primm'd  with  abundance  of  graces ; 

Bat  t!iis  was  coquettifii,  and  that  was  a  prude. 

One  ftupld  and  dull,  t'other  noify  and  rude ; 

A  third  was  aiTeited,  quite  carclcis  a  fourth. 

With  prate  without  meaning,  and  pride  without  worth ; 

A  fifih,  and  a  fixth,  and  a  feventh  were  fuch 

As  either  knew  nothing,  or  fomcthing  too  much— 

In  flicrt  as  they  pafb'd,  fhe  to  all  had  objc6tions  ; 

The  gay  wanted  thought,  the  good-humour*d  afFedtions, 

The  prudent  were  ugly,  the  fenfible  dirty. 

And  all  of  them  flirts,  from  fifteen  up  to  thirty. 

"VVhw-n  Fortune  law  this  fiie  began  to  look  filly. 
Yet  iliill  (he  went  on  till  ihe  reach'd  Piccadilly  ; 
But  vex'd  and  fatigu'd,  and  the  night  growing  late, 
Sht  relied  her  wheel  within  Burlington  gate. 
My  lady  rofe  up,  as  fiie  faw  her  come  in, 
**  O  ho,  madam  Genius  !  pray  where  have  you  been  ?'* 
(For  herladyfliip  thought,  from  fo  ferious  an  air, 
'Twas  Genius  come  home,  for  it  feems  flic  liv'd  there.) 
Bat  Fortune,  not  minding  h:r  ladyfliip*s  blunder, 
Afid  wiping  her  forehead,  cry " d,  ""Well  may  you  wonder 
**  To  fee  mc  thus  flurry 'd  ;"— then  told  her  the  cafe. 
And  flgird  till  her  ladyfliip  laugh'd  in  her  face. 
* '  Mighty  civil  indeed  !  "—"Come,  a  truce,fays  my  lady, 
-^  A  truce  with  complaints,  and  perhaps  1  may  aid  ye. 
*'■  I'll  IhevN^  you  a  girl  that— Here,  Martin  !  go  tell— - 
"  But  (lie's  gone  to  undrefs ;  by-and-by  is  as  well— 
"  I'irfliew  you  a  fight  that  you'll  fancy  uncommon, 
"  Wit,  beauty;,  aud  goodncf ,  all  met  in  a  woman  ; 

*'  A  heart 
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''  A  heart  to  no  folly  or  mifchief  inclin'd, 

*'  A  body  all  grace,  and  all  fvveetnefs  a  mind." 

"  O,  pray  let  me  fee  her,"  fays  Fortune,  and  fmil'd, 
**  Do  but  give  her  to  me,  and  I'll  make  her  my  chiid--- 
*'  But  who,  my  dear,  who? -—for  you  havejiOt  told  yct"-- 
**  Who  indeed,  fays  my  lady,  if  not  Violette  r" 

The  words  were  fcarce  fpoke  when  Ihe  enter'd  the  room; 
A  blulh  at  the  flranger  ftill  hejghten'd  her  bloom ; 
So  humble  her  looks  were,  {o  mild  wa^  iier  air. 
That  Fortune,  aftonifh'd,  fat  mute  in  her  chair. 
My  lady  rofe  up,  and  with  countenance  bland, 
"  This  is  Fortune,  my  dear,'*  and  prefentcd  her  hand  : 
The  goddefs  embrac'd  her,  and  cali'd  her  her  own. 
And,  compliments  over,  her  errand  made  known. 

But  how  the  fweet  girl  colcur'd,flutter'G,  and  trembled. 
How  oft  fne  faid  no,  and  hovv  ill  Ihe  diffembled ; 
Or  how  little  David  rejoic'd  at  ':'\t  news. 
And  fwore,  from  all  cchers,  'twas  her  he  v/ould  cliufe ; 
What  methods  he  try'd,  and  what  arts  to  prevail ; 
All  thefe,  were  they  told,  would  but  burden  my  tale--- 
In  lliort,  all  aftairs  were  fo  iiappijy  carry'd. 
That  hardly  fix  weeks  pafs'd  away  till  they  many'd. 

But  iinvy  grev/  fick  when  the  itory  jhe  heard, 
Violette  was  the  girl  that  of  all  Die  moll  fear'd; 
She  knew  her  gcod-huir.our,  her  beauty  and  fweetnefs. 
Her  eafe  and  compliance,  her  tafte  and  her  neatnefs  j 
From  thefe  fne  was  fure  that  her  man  could  not  roam. 
And  muft  rife  on  the  ftage,  from  contentment  at  home : 
So  on  flie  went  hiiung,  and  inwardly  curs'd  her. 
And  Garrick  next  feafon  will  certainly  buril  her. 

Vol.  lXV.  D  TO 
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TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

HENRY     PELHAM^ 

THE 

HUMBLE     PETITION 

OF      THE 

WORSHIPFUL    COMPANY 

o  r 
POETS    AND    NEWS  -WRITERS, 


rT~y  HAT    your   Honour's  petitioners  (dealers    in 


SHEWETH, 

T 

JL  rhymes. 

And  writers  of  fcandal,  for  mending  the  times) 
By  lolFes  in  bufmefs,  and  England's  well-doing,. 
Are  funk  in  their  credit,  and  verging  on  ruin. 

That  thefe  their  misfortunes,  they  humbly  conceive, 
Arife  not  from  dulncls,  as  fome  folks  believe. 
But  from  rubs  in  their  way  which  your  Honour  has  laid. 
And  want  of  materials  to  carry  on  trade. 

That  they  always  had  form'd  high  conceits  of  their  ufe. 
And  meant  their  lalt  breath  fhould  go  out  in  abufc  ; 
But  now  (and  they  fpeak  it  with  forrow  and  tears) 
iiince  your  Honour  has  fat  at  tlie  helm  of  affairs. 
No  party  will  join  them,  no  fav5lion  invite 
To  heed  what  they  fay,  or  to  read  what  they  write  ; 

Se- 
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Sedition,  and  Tumult,  and  Difcord  are  fled. 
And  Slander  fcarce  ventures  to  lift  up  her  head- 
In  fhort,  public  bufmefs  is  fo  carry'd  on. 
That  their  country  is  fav'd,  and  the  patriots  undone. 

To  perplex  them  iHU  more,  and.  Aire  famine  to  bring,, 
(Now  fatire  has  loft  both  its  truth  and  its  iling) 
If,  in  fpite  of  their  natures,  they  bungle  at  praifc. 
Your  Honour  regards  not,  and  nobody  pays, 

YOUR  petitioners  therefore  moft  humbly  intreat 
(As  the  times  will  allow,  and  your  Honour  thinks  meet) 
That  meafures  be  chang'd,  and  fome  caufe  of  complaint; 
Be  immediately  furniflL'd,  to  end  their  rellraint ; 
Their  credit  thereby,  and  their  trade  to  retrieve. 
That  again  they  may  rail,  and  the  nation  believe. 

Or  elfe  (if  your  wifdom  Ihali  deem  it  all  one) 
Now  the  Parliament's  rifmg,  and  bufmefs  is  done. 
That  your  Honour  would  pleafe,iit  this  dangerous  crifis,. 
To  take  to  your  bofom  a  few  private  vices. 
By  which  your  petitioners  haply  might  thrive. 
And  keep  both  themfelves  and  Contention  aiive.. 

In  compaffion,  good  Sir,  give  them  fomething  to  fay,. 
And  your  Honour's  petitioners  ever  fhall  pray. 
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TRIAL 


O   F 


b^  A  R  A  H    *  *  *  *,     alias    SLIM     S  A  L^ 


PRIVATELY       STEALING. 


THE  pris'ner  was  at  large  indidled. 
For  that  by  fhirft  of  gain  excited> 
One  day  in  July  laft,  at  tea. 
And  in  the  houle  of  Mrs.  P. 
From  the  left  breaf:  of  E.  M.  gent» 
With  bafe  felonious  intent. 
Did  then  and  there  a  heart  with  ftrlngs, 
Rcil,  quiet,  peace,  ?rd  other  things. 
Steal,  rob  and  plunder;  and  all  them 
The  chattels  or  the  iaid  E.  M. 

The  profecutor  fworc,  laft  May 
(The  month  he  knew,  but  not  the  day) 
He  left  his  friends  in  town,  and  went 
Upon  a  vifit  down  in  Kent :  , 
lliat  ftaying  there  a  month  or  two, 
Jd'i  fpent  his  time  as  others  do. 


Jn 
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In  riding,  walking,  fifiiing,  fvvimming ; 

Eut  being  much  inclin'd  to  women. 

And  young  and  wild,  and  no  great  reafoner. 

He  got  acquainted  with  the  prifoner. 

He  ovvn'd,  'twas  rumour'd  in  thofe  parts 

That  fhe  'ad  a  trick  of  Healing  hearts. 

And  from  fifteen  to  twent\'-two. 

Had  made  the  devil  and  all  to  do  ; 

But  Mr.  W.  the  vicar, 

(And  no  man  brews  you  better  liquor) 

Spoke  of  her  thefts  as  tricks  of  youth. 

The  frolics  of  a  girl  forfooth  : 

Things  now  were  on  another  fcore. 

He  faid  ;  for  ihe  was  uventy-four. 

However,  to  make  matters  Ihort, 

And  not  to  trefpafs  on  the  court. 

The  lady  vvas  difcover'd  foon. 

And  thus  it  was.     One  afternoon. 

The  ninth  of  July  laft,  or  near  it, 

(As  to  the  day,  he  could  not  Avear  it) 

In  company  at  Mrs.  P.'s, 

V/here  folks  fay  any  thing  they  pleafe ; 

Dean  L .  and  lady  Mary  by. 

And  Fanny  waiting  on  Mifs  Y. 

(He  own'd  he  was  inclin'd  to  think 

Both  were  a  little  in  their  drink) 

The  pris'ner  afk'd,  and  call'd  him  coufm. 

How  many  kiffes  made  a  dozen  ? 

That  being,  as  he  own'd,  in  liquor. 

The  queftion  made  his  blood  run  quicker, 

D  3  And, 
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A.nd,  fenfe  and  reafon  in  eclipfe. 

He  vow'J  he'd  fcore  them  on  her  lips. 

That  rifing  up  to  keep  his  word. 

He  got  as  far  as  kifs  the  third. 

And  would  have  counted  t'  other  nine. 

And  (o  rdl  prefent  did  opine. 

But  that  he  felt  a  fudden  dizzinefs. 

That  quite  undid  him  for  the  bufinefs : 

His  fpecch,  he  faid,  began  to  falter. 

His  eyes  -to  Hare,  his  mouth  to  water. 

His  breaft  to  thump  without  ceflation. 

And  all  within  one  conflagration. 

Blek  me  !  fays  Fanny,  what's  the  matter  ? 

And  lady  Mary  looked  hard  at  her. 

And  ftamp'd,  and  wiit'd  the  pris'ner  further. 

And  cry 'd  out.  Part  tbem,  or  there's  murther! 

That  ftill  be  held  the  pris'ner  fall. 

And  would  have  flood  it  to  the  lall ; 

But  ftruggling  to  go  through  the  reft. 

He  felt  a  pain  acrofs  his  breall, 

A  fort  of  fudden  twinge,  he  faid. 

That  fecm'd  almoll  to  llrike  him  dead. 

And  after  that  fuch  cruel  fmarting. 

He  thought  the  foul  and  -body  parting. 

That  then  he  let  the  pris'ner  go. 

And  ilagger'd  olf  a  Rep  or  fo  ; 

And  thinking  .that  his  heart  was  ill, 

He  begg'd  of  Mifs  Y.'s  maid  to  feel 

That  fanny  flept  before  the  rell. 

And  laid  her  Lind  upon  hi:^  brcall:« 


But, 
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But,  mercy  on  us !  what  a  flare 

The  creature  gave  !   No  heart  was  there  ; 

Soufe  went  her  fingers  in  the  hole. 

Whence  heart,  and  firings,  and  all  were  dole. 

That  Fanny  turn'd,  and  told  the  prifoner, 

She  was  a  thief,  and  (o  fhe'd  chriften  her  ; 

And  that  it  was  s  burning  fhame. 

And  brought  the  houfe  an  evil  name-; 

And  if  fhe  did  not  put  the  heart  in. 

The  man  would  pine  and  die  for  certain. 

The  pris'ner  then  -was  in  her  airs. 

And  bid  her  mind  her  own  affairs ; 

And  told  his  reverence,  and  the  refl  of  cm. 

She  was  as  honefl  as  the  bell  of  'em. 

That  lady  Mary  and  dean  L  . 

Rofe  up  and  faid,  *Twas  mighty  well. 

But  that,  in  general  terms  they  faid  it, 

A  heart  was  gone,  and  fome  one  had  it : 

Words  would  not  do,  for  fearch  they  mull:. 

And  fearch  they  would,  and  her  the  firit. 

That  then  the  pris'ner  dropp'd  her  anger. 

And  faid,  fhe  hop'd  they  would  not  hang  her; 

That  all  Ite  did  was  meant  in  jell. 

And  there  the  >*eart  was,  and  the  reft. 

That  then  the  dean  cry'd  out,  O  fie  ! 

And  fent  in  hade  for  juirice  I, 

Who,  though  he  knew  her  friends  and  pity'd  her, 

Call'd  her  hard  names,  and  fo  committed  her. 

The  parties  prefent  fwore  the  fame; 
And  Fanny  faid,  the  pris'ner 's  name 

D  4  Had 
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Had  frighten'd  all  tjie  country  round ; 
And  glad  ilie  was  the  bill  was  found. 
She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another, 
Who  knew  the  very  party's  brother. 
Who  loll  his  heart  by  mere  furprize. 
One  morning  looking  at  her  eyes ; 
And  others  had  been  known  to  fqueak. 
Who  only  chanc'd  to  hear  her  fpeak  : 
For  fhe  had  words  of  fuch  a  for^t. 
That  though  fhe  knew  no  reafon  for't. 
Would  make  a  man  of  fenfe  run  mad. 
And  rifle  him  of  all  he  had  ; 
And  that  fhe'd  rob  the  whole  community. 
If  ever  flie  had  opportunity. 

The  pris'ner  now  fird  filence  broke. 
And  curtfy'd  round  her  as  Ike  fpoke. 
She  ovvn'd,  fhe  faid,  it  much  incens'd  her. 
To  hear  fuch  matters  fworn  againll  her. 
But  that  fhe  hop'd  to  keep  her  temper. 
And  prove  herfelf  "  eadem  femper.'* 
That  what  the  profecutor  fwore 
Was  fome  part  true,  and  fome  part  more  : 
She  own'd  fne  had  been  often  feen  with  him. 
And  laugh'd  and  chatted  on  the  green  with  him  ; 
The  fellow  fecm'd  to  have  humanity. 
And  told  her  tales  that  footh'd  her  vanity. 
Pretending  that  he  lovM  her  vaftly. 
And  that  all  women  elfe  look'd  ghaftly. 
But  then  Ihe  hopM  the  court  would  think 
•She  never  was  inclin'd  to  drink, 

Gr 
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Or  fuffer  hands  like  his  to  daub  her,  or 

Encourage  men  to  kifs  and  llobber  her; 

She'd  have  folks  know  fhe  did  not  love  it. 

Or  if  file  did,  {he  was  above  it. 

But  this,  fhe  faid,  was  fworn  of  courfe. 

To  prove  her  giddy,  and  then  worfe  ; 

As  Ihe  whofe  ccnduct  was  thought  "  laevis,'* 

Might  very  well  be  reckon'd  thievifli. 

She  hop'd,  fhe  faid,  the  court's  difcc-rning 

Would  pay  fome  honour  to  her  learning. 

For  every  day  from  four  to  pall  fix. 

She  went  up-ftairs,  and  read  the  claffics. 

Thus  having  clear'd  herfelf  of  levity, 

7'he  reft,  llie  faid,  would  come  wim  brevity. 

And  firft,  it  injur 'd  not  her  honour 

To  own  the  heart  was  found  upon  her  ; 

For  me  could  prove,  and  did  aver. 

The  paltry  thing  belong'd  to  her  : 

The  facl  was  thus.     This  prince  of  knaves 

Was  once  the  humblefl  of  her  Haves, 

And  often  had  confefi'd  the  dart 

Her  eyes  had  lodg'd  within  his  heart : 

That  fhe,  as  'rvvas  her  conllant  fafhion. 

Made  great  diverfion  of  his  paflion  ; 

Which  fet  his  blood  in  fuch  a  ferment. 

As  feem'd  to  threaten  his  interment : 

That  then  fhe  was  afraid  of  lofing  him. 

And  fo  defifted  from  abufmg  him ; 

And  often  came  and  felt  his  pulfe, 

Aiid  bid  him  write  to  dotloi  Hulfe, 

The 
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The  profccutor  thank'd  her  kindly. 

And  figh'd,  and  iaid  flie  look'd  divinely; 

But  told  her  that  his  heart  was  burfting. 

And  do6lors  he  had  little  truft  in  ; 

He  therefore  begg'd  her  to  accept  it. 

And  hop'd  'twould  mend  if  once  fhe  kepth* 

That  having  no  averfion  to  it, 

She  faidj  with  all  her  foul,  fhe'd  do  it ; 

But  then  fhe  begg'd  him  to  remember. 

If  he  ftiould  need  it  in  December, 

(For  winter  months  would  make  folks  fhiver. 

Who  wanted  either  heart  or  liver) 

-U  never  could  return  ;  and  added, 

'Twas  her's  for  life,  if  once  fhe  had  it. 

The  profecutorfaid.  Amen, 

And  that  he  wilh"'d  it  not  again  ; 

And  took  it  from  hii  breaft  and  gave  her. 

And  bow'd,  and  thank'd  her  fbrthe  favour; 

But  begg'd  the  thing  might  not  be  fpoke  of. 

As  heartlefs  men  were  made  a  joke  of. 

That  next  day,  whifp'ring  him  about  it. 

And  afking  how  he  felt  without  it. 

He  figh'd,  and  ory'd.  Alack  !   alack  ! 

And  begg'd,  and  pray'd  to  have  it  back  ; 

Or  that  fhe'd  give  him  her's  inftead  on't  : 

But  fhe  conceiv'd  there  was  no  need  on't-; 

And  faid,  and  bid  him  make  no  pother. 

He  fhould  have  neither  one  nor  t'other. 

That  then  he  rav'd  and  ftorm'd  like  fury. 

And  faid,  that  one  was  his  "  dc  jure," 
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And  rather  than  he'd  leave  purfuing  her, 
He'dfwear  a  robbery,  and  ruin  her. 

That  this  was  truth  llie  did  aver, 
Whatever  hap  betided  Her  ; 
Only  that  Mrs.  P.  fhe  faid, 
Mifs  Y.  and  her  deluded  maid. 
And  lady  Mary,  and  his  reverence. 
Were  folks  to  whom  fhe  paid  fome  deference  ; 
And  that  fhe  verily  beiiev'd 
They  were  notperjur'd,  but  deceiv'd. 

Then  doclor  D.  begg'd  leave  to  fpeak. 
And  figh'd  as  if  his  heart  would  break. 
He  faid,  that  he  vvas  madam's  furgeon. 
Or  rather,  as  in  Greek,  chirurgeon. 
From   **  cheir,  manus,  ergon,  opus'* 
(As  fcope  is  from  the  Latin   *'  fcopus").. 
That  he,  he  faid,  had  knov>-n  the  prifoner 
]>om  the  firft  fun  ihat  ever  rife  on  her  ; 
And  griev'd  he  was  to  fee  her  there ; 
But  took  upon  himfelf  to  fwear. 
There  was  not  to  be  found  in  nature 
A  fweeter  or  a  better  creature  ; 
And  if  the  king  (God  blefs  him)  knew  her^ 
He'd  leave  St.  James's  to  get  to  her  : 
But  then  as  to  the  fa6l  in  queftion. 
He  knew  no  more  on't  than  Hephx^frion  ; 
It  might  be  falfe,  and  might  be  true  ; 
And  this,  he  faid,  was  all  he  knew. 

The  judge  proceeded  to  the  charge^ 
And  gave  the  evidence  at  large. 

But 
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But  often  cart  a  flieep's  eye  at  her. 
And  Itrove  to  mitigate  the  matter. 
Pretending  fads  were  not  fo  clear. 
And  mercy  ought  to  interfere. 

The  jury  then  withdrew  a  moment, 
As  if  on  weighty  points  to  comment ; 
And  right  or  wrong,  rcfolv'd  to  fave  her, 
'I'hLry  gave  a  verdi»5l  in  her  favour. 

But  why  or  wherefore  things  were  fo. 
It  matters  not  for  us  to  know  : 
The  culprit,  by  efcape  grown  bold. 
Pilfers  alike  from  young  and  old. 
The  country  all  aroui'd  her  teazes, 
And  robs  or  murders  whom  fhe  plcafes. 
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PREFACE 

TO     THE 

FIRST      EDITION. 


THE  following-  Fables  were  written  at  intervals,, 
when  I  found  myfelf  in  humour,  and  difengagedi 
from  matters  of  greater  moment.  As  they  are  the  writ- 
ings of  an  idle  hour,  fo  they  are  intended  for  the  read- 
ing of  thofe,  whofe  only  bufmefs  is  amufement.  My 
hopes  of  proiit,  or  applaufe,  are  not  immoderate  ;  nor 
have  I  printed  through  neceiTity,  or  requeft  of  friends. 
I  have  leave  from  her  Royal  Highnefs  to  addrefs  her,_ 
and  I  claim  the  fair  for  my  readers.  My  fears  are 
lighter  than  my  expeftations  j  I  wrote  to  pleafe  my- 
felf, and  I  publifh  to  pleafe  others ;  and  this  fo  univer- 
fally,  that  I  have  not  wiiTied  for  correclnefs  to  rob  the 
critic  of  his  cenfure,  or  my  friend  of  the  laugh.. 

My  intimates  are  few,  and  I  am  not  folicitous  to  in- 
creafe  them.  I  have  learnt,  that  wliere  the  vvriter 
would  pleafe,  the  man  fhould  be  unknown.  An  author 
is  the  reverli  of  all  other  objecls,  and  magnifies  by  di- 
llance,  but  diminifhes  by  approach.  His  private  at- 
tachments mull  give  place  to  public  favour ;  for  no 
man  can  forgive  his  friend  the  ill-naUired  attempt  of 
being  thought  wifer  than  himfelf. 

To 
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To  avoid  therefore  the  misfortunes  that  may  attend 
me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  I  think  it  neceffary  to 
inform  thofe  who  know  me,  that  I  have  been  afliiled 
in  the  following  papers  by  the  Author  of  Gullavus, 
Vafa  *.  Let  the  crime  of  pleafmg  be  his,  whofe  ta- 
lents as  a  writer,  and  whofe  virtues  as  a  man,  have 
rendered  him  a  living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his 
acquaintance. 


Kenry  Brooke,  Efq» 
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FABLE    I. 

The  EAGLE,  and  the  ASSEMBLY  of  BIRDS* 

T    0 

HER   ROYAL   HIG-HMESS 

THE 

P  F>I  N  C  E  S  S    OF   WALES. 

n^HE  moral  lay,  to  beauty  due, 

I  write.  Fair  Excellence,  to  you  ;. 
Well  pleas'd  to  hope  my  vacant  hours 
Have  been  employ 'd  to  fweeten  yours. 
Truth  under  fidlioti  1  impart. 
To  weed  out  folly  from  the  heart ; 
And  ihew  tlie  paths,  that  lead  aiiray 
The  wand'ring  nyi"!iph  from  wifdom's  way^ 
I  flatter  none.     The  ^reat  and  good 
Are  by  their  aftions  underilood  ; 
Your  monum.ent  if  anions  raife. 
Shall  I  deface  by  idle,  praife  ? 
I  echo  not  the  voice  of  fame. 
That  dwells  delighted  on  your  name  ;; 
Her  friendly  tale,  however  true,. 
Were  flatt'ry,  if  I  told  it  you. 

VoL.LXV.  '        £  The* 
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The  proud,  the  envious,  and  the  vain. 
The  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  llrain ; 
To  thefe,  detelling  praife,  I  write. 
And  vent,  in  charity,  my  fpite. 
\^'ith  friendly  hand  I  hold  the  glafs 
To  all,  promifcuous  as  they  pals ; 
Should  folly  there  her  likenefs  view, 
f  fret  not  that  the  mirror's  true  ; 
Jfthe  fantafi:ic  form  offend, 
I  made  it  not,  but  would  amend. 

Virtue,  in  every  clime  and  age. 
Spurns  at  the  folly-foothing  page. 
While  fatire,  that  offends  the  ear 
Of  vice  and  palTi on,  plea fcs  her. 

Preminng  thi?,  your  anger  fpare,. 
And  claim  the  fable  you  who  dare. 

THE  birds  in  place,  by  factions  prefs'd,. 
To  Jupiter  their  pray'rs  addrefsM  ; 
By  fpecious  lies  the  ilate  was  vex'd. 
Their  counfsis  libellers  perpJex'd  ; 
They  begg'd  (lo  fiop  feditious  tongues) 
A  gracious  hearing  of  U\£ir  wrongs. 
Jove  grants  their  fuit.     The  Eagle  fate, 
'Decider  of  the 'grand  debate. 

The  Pye,  to  trud  and  pow'r  preferr'd.. 
Demands  permiffion  to  be  heard. 
Says  he.  Prolixity  of  phrafe 
Vou  krxw  I  iiate.     This  libel  favs. 


Some 
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««  Some  birds  there  arc,  who,  prone  to  noifc, 

*^  Are  hir'd  to  filence  wirdom's  voice, 

"  And  fkill'd  to  chatter  out  the  hour, 

"  Rife  by  their  emptinefs  to  pow'r.'* 

That  this  is  aim'd  direct  at  mc. 

No  doubt,  you'll  readily  agree  ; 

Yet  well  this  fage  afTembly  knows. 

By  parts  to  government  I  rcfe  ; 

My  prudent  counfels  prop  the  ilate  ; 

Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate. 

The  Kite  rofe  up.     His  honeft  heart 
In  virtue's  fufF'rings  bore  a  part. 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  he  knew  ; 
So  far  the  libeller  faid  true  ; 
•'  Voracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
"  Who  knew  no  int'reft  but  their  own  ; 
'*  Who  hov'ring  o'er  the  farmer's  yard, 
**  Nor  pigeon,  chick,  nor  duckling  fpar'd.'^ 
This  might  be  true,  but  if  apply'd 
To  him,  in  troth,  the  fland'rer  iy'd. 
Since  ign'rance  then  might  be  mi  fled. 
Such  things,  he  thought,  were  beil  unfaid. 

The  Crow  was  vex'd.     As  yelrer-morn 
He  flew  acrofs  the  new-fowii  corn, 
A  fcreaming  boy  was  fet  for  pay. 
He  knew,  to  drive  the  crows  away  ; 
Scandal  had  found  out  him  in  turn. 
And  buzz'd  abroad,  that  crows  love  corn. 

The  Owl  arofe,  with  folemn  lace. 
And  thus  harangu'd  upon  the  cafe. 

E  2  That 
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That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true, 
A  kite  may  be  voracious  too. 
Crows  fometimes  deal  in  new-fown  peafe  ; 
He  libels  not,  who  flrikes  at  thefe  ; 
The  llandcr's  here—-"  But  there  are  bird-jj 
"  Vv'hofe  vvifdom  lies  in  looks,  not.  words  ;- 
"  Blund'rers,  who  level  in  the  dark, 
*'  And  always  fhoct  befide  the  mark." 
He  names  not  me  ;  but  thefe  are  hints. 
Which  manifeft  at  whom  he  fquints  ; 
1  were  indeed  that  blund'ring  fowl. 
To  quefdon  if  he  meant  an  owl. 

Ye  wretches,  hence  !  the  Eagle  cries,. 
'Tis  confcience,  confcience  that  applies  y 
The  virtuous  mind  takes  no  alarm, 
{?ecur'd  by  innocence  from  harm  ; 
White  guilt,  and  his  alTcciate  fear,. 
Are  fiartied  at  the  pai^ng  air. 


y  A  B  L  K 
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FABLE      II. 

The  P.\NTHER,  the  HORSE,  andOther  BEASTS. 


HE  man,  who  fecks  to  win  the  fa^r, 
A       (So  ci'.ftom  fays)  muil  truth  forbear; 

Muil  fawn  and  flatter,  cringe  and  lie. 
And  raife  the  goddefs  to  the  fK:y. 

For  truth  is  hateful  to  her  ear, 

A  rudenefs,  which  (he  cannot  bear* 

A  rudenefs  :   Yes.     I  fpeak  my  thoughts; 

For  truth  upbraids  her  with  her  faults. 
How  wretched,  Cloe,  then  am  I, 

Who  love  you,  and  yet  cannot  lie  ! 

A.nd  iHli  to  make  you  lefs  my  fl-iend, 

I  Ibive  your  errors  to  amend  ! 

But  fiiail  the  fenfelefs  fop  impart 

The  fofteft  palTion  to  your  heart. 

While  he,  who  tells  you  honell  truth. 

And  points  to  happinefs  your  youth, 

Determines,  by  his  care,  his  lot. 

And  lives  neglected,  and  forgot  ? 

Truil  m.e,  my  dear,  with  greater  eafc 

Your  taire  for  flatt'ry  I  could  pleafe. 

And  fimilies  in  each  dull  line. 

Like  glovz-worms  in  the  dark,  fhould  fhinc. 

What  if  I  fay  your  lips  difclofe 

The  fi"eilinefs  of  the  op'ning  rofe  i 
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Or  that  your  cheeks  arc  beds  of  flow'rs> 
Enripcn'd  by  rcfrcfhhig  fhovv'rs  ? 
Yet  certain  as  thefe  flovv'rs  fhail  fade. 
Time  every  beauty  will  invade. 
The  butterfly,  of  various  hue. 
More  than  the  fiow'r  refembles  you  ; 
Fair,  flutt'ring,  fickle,  bufy  thing, 
1  o  pleafure  ever  on  the  v/ing, 
Gayly  coquetting  for  an  hour, 
To  die,  and  ne'er  be  thought  of  more. 

Would  you  the  blnom  of  youtii  (liould  laH  ? 
'Tis  virtue  that  mull  bind  it  fail ; 
An  cafy  carriage,*vvholly  free 
From  four  referve,  or  levity  ; 
Good-natur'd  mirth,  an  open  heart. 
And  looks  unikill'd  in  any  art ; 
Humility,  enough  to  own 
The  frailties,  which  .a  friend  makes  known  ; 
And  decent  pride,  enough  to  know 
The  worth,  that  virtue  can  bellow. 

Thefe  are  the  charms,  which  ne'er  decay. 
Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away  ; 
And  time,  which  all  things  elfe  removes. 
Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improves. 

You'll  frown,  and  adc  to  what  intent 
This  blunt  addrcfs  to  you  is  fent  ? 
I'll  fpare  the  qiieflion,  and  confefs 
I'd  praife  you,  if  I  lov'd  you  lefs ; 
But  rail,  be  angry,  or  complain, 
J  will  be  rude,  while  you  are  vain. 


BE. 
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BENEATH  a  lion's  peaceful  reign. 
When  beafts  met  friendly  on  the  plain, 
A  Panther,  of  majcftic  port, 
(The  vaineli  female  of  the  court) 
With  fpotted  fkin,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Fill'd  every  bofom  v/ith  defire. 
Whcre-e'er  ihe  mov'd,  a  fervile  crowd 
Of  fawning  creatures  cring'd  and  bow'd  ; 
Auem.blies  every  week  fhe  held, 
(Like  modern  belles)  with  coxcombs  filled. 
Where  noife,  and  nonienfe,  and  grimace. 
And  lies  and  fcandal  fill'd  the  place. 

Behold  the  gay,  fantaiHc  thing. 
Encircled  by  the  foacious  ring:. 
Low-bowing,  with  im.portant  look. 
As  firli  in  rank,  the  Monkey  fpoke. 
*'  Gad  take  me,  madam,  but  I  fvvear, 
**  No  angel  ever  look'd  fo  fair  : 
"  Forgive  my  rudenefs,  but  I  vow, 
**  You  were  not  quite  divine  till  now ; 
*'  Thofe  limbs !   that  Ihape  !  and  then  thofe  eyes  I 
*'  O,  clofe  them,  or  the  gazer  dies  !" 

Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  gccdnefs  hufh, 
I  vow,  and  Avear,  you  make  me  blufh  ; 
I  ihall  be  angry  at  this  rate  ; 
'Tis  fo  like  fiatt'ry,  which  I  hate. 

The  Fox,  in  deeper  cunning  vers'd. 
The  beauties  of  her  mind  rehcars'd. 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  tafte,  and  fcnfe. 
To  which  the  fair  have  yaft  pretence  I  * 

E  4  Yet 
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Yet  well  he  knew  them  ahvays  vain 
Of  what  they  flrive  net  to  attain. 
And  play'd  lb  cunningly  his  part. 
That  pug  was  rival'd  in  liis  art. 

The  Goat  a\  ow'd  his  am'rous  flame ; 
And  burnt— for  what  he  durlt  not  name^ 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  underflood.. 
Half  angry  at  the  bold  addrefs. 
She  frown'd  ;  but  yet  fhe  mull:  confcfs. 
Such  beauties  might  inflame  his  blood. 
Eat  IHII  his  phrafe  was  fomewhat  rude. 

The  Hog  her  neatnefs  much  admir'd  ; 
The  formal  Afs  her  fwiftnefs  fir'd  ; 
^^  hile  all  to  feed  her  folly  Ilrove, 
And  by  their  praifes  fliar'd  her  love. 

The  Horfe,  whofe  gen'rous  heart  difdain'd 
Applaufe,  by  fervile  flatt'ry  gain'd, 
V/ith  graceful  courage,  filence  broke. 
And  thus  with  indignation  fpoke. 

When  ilatt'ring  monkeys  fawn,  and  prate, 
They  jufily  raife  contempt  or  hate ; 
Por  merit's  turn'd  to  ridicule, 
'Ipplauded  by  the  grinning  fool. 
The  artful  Fox  your  wit  commends. 
To  lure  you  to  his  felfifli  ends  ; 
From  the  vile  flatt'rer  turn  away. 
For  knaves  make  friendfliips  to  betray, 
Difmifs  the  tr?in  of  fops,  and  fools. 
And  learn  to  live  by  v/ifdom's  ruless 

Suck 
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Such  beauties  might  the  lion  warm. 
Did  not  your  folly  break  the  charm  ; 
For  who  would  court  that  lovely  fhape. 
To  be  the  rival  of  an  ape  ? 

He  faid  ;  and  fnorthig  in  difdain, 
Spurn'd  at  the  crowQj  and  fought  the  plairH, 


1=^  ABLE 
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FABLE      III. 

The  NIGHTINGALE  and  GLOW-WORM. 

THE  prudent  nymph,  whofe  cheeks  difclofe 
The  lily,  and  the  blufliing  rofe. 
From  public  view  her  charms  will  fcreen. 
And  rarely  in  the  crowd  be  feen ; 
This  fimple  tru'h  fhall  keep  her  wife, 
*'  The  fairell  fruits  attraft  the  flies.'* 

ONE  night,  a  Glow-worm,  proud  and  \  ain. 
Contemplating  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Cry'd,  Sure  there  never  was  in  nature 
So  elegant,  (o  fine  a  creature. 
All  other  infers,  that  I  fee. 
The  frugal  ant,  induftrious  bee. 
Or  filk-worm,  with  contempt  I  view ; 
With  all  that  low,  mechanic  crew^ 
Who  fervilely  their  lives  employ 
In  bufmefs,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mean,  vulgar  herd  !  ye  arc  my  fcorn. 
For  grandeur  only  I  was  born. 
Or  fure  am  fprung  from  race  divine. 
And  plac'd  on  earth,  to  live  and  Ihine. 
Thofe  lights  that  fparkle  fo  on  high. 
Are  but  the  glow-worms  of  the  fky. 
And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire, 
Becaufe  they  imitate  my  fire. 

She 
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She  fpoke.     Attentive  on  a  fpray, 
A  Nightingale  forbore  his  lay ; 
He  hw  the  fliining  morfel  near. 
And  Hew,  directed  by  the  glare  ; 
A  while  he  gaz'd  with  fober  look, 
A-^d  thus  the  trembling  prey  befpoke. 

Deluded  fool,  with  pride  elate, 
Iviow,  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate  : 
Lefs  dazzling,  long  thou  might'il:  have  laia 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  foon  or  late,  degraded  mourns. 
And  beauty  wrecks  whom  Ihe  adorns. 


FABLE 
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FABLE      IV. 

HYMEN  and  DEATH. 

SIXTEEN,  d'ye  fay  ?  Nay  then  'tis  time  ; 
Another  year  deftroys  your  prime. 
But  ftay— The  fettlement !  *'  That's  made.'* 
Why  then  's  my  fimple  girl  afraid  ? 
Yet  hold  a  moment,  if  you  can. 
And  hsedfully  the  fable  fcan. 

THE  fhades  were  fled,  the  morning  blud-i'd. 
The  winds  were  in  their  caverns  hufh'd. 
When  Hymen,  penfive  and  fedate. 
Held  o'er  the  fields  his  mufmg  gait. 
Behind  him,  through  the  green-wood  fhade. 
Death's  meagre  form  the  god  furvcy'd. 
Who  quickly,  with  gigantic  flride. 
Out-went  his  pace,  and  join'd  his  fide. 
The  chat  on  various  fubjedls  ran. 
Till  angry  Hymen  thus  began. 

Relentlefs  Death,  whofe  iron  fway 
Mortals  relu6lant  muft  obey. 
Still  of  thy  pow'r  fhall  I  complain. 
And  thy  too  partial  hand  arraign  ? 
When  Cupid  brings  a  pair  of  hearts 
All  over  lluck  with  equal  darts. 
Thy  cruel  Ihafts  my  hopes  deride. 
And  cut  the  knot,  that  Hvmen  ty'd. 

•Shall 
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Shall  not  the  bloody,  and  the  bold. 
The  mifer,  hoarding  up  his  gold. 
The  harlot,  reeking  from  the  flew. 
Alone  thy  fell  revenge  purfue  ? 
But  muft  the  gentle,  and  the  kind. 
Thy  fury,  undilHnguiih'd,  find  ? 

The  monarch  calmly  thus  reply'd : 
"Weigh  well  the  caufe,  and  then  decide.. 
That  friend  of  yours,  you  lately  nam'd^. 
Cupid,  alone  is  to  be  blam'd  ; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  juMy  laid  ; 
That  idle  boy  negleds  liis  trade. 
And  hardly  once  in  twenty  years, 
A  couple  to  your  temple  bears. 
The  wretches,  whom  your  oiHce  blends^. 
Silenus  now,  or  Plutus  fends  ; 
Kence  care,  and  bittern efs,  and  ilrife 
Are  common  to  the  nuptial  life. 

Believe  me  ;  more  than  all  mankind,. 
Your  vot'ries  my  comipaffion  find  ; 
Yet  cruel  am  I  call'd,  and  bafe. 
Who  feek  the  v/retched  to  releafe  ; 
The  captive  from  his  bonds  to  free,. 
IndilToluble  but  for  me. 

'Tis  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke  ; 
By  me,  your  crowded  altars  fmoke  : 
For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noofe, 
S'jcure  th^t  Death  will  kl  them  loofe. 

FABLE 
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FABLE     V. 

The    POET    and    his    PATRON. 

WHY,  Cielia,  is  your  fpreading  waill 
So  loofe,  fo  negligently  lac'd  ? 
Why  murt  the  wrapping  bed-gown  hide 
Your  fnowy  bofom's  fweiling  pride  ? 
How  ill  that  drefs  adorns  your  head, 
Diftain'd,  and  rumpled  from  the  bed  ! 
Thofe  clouds,  that  fhade  your  blooming  facc> 
A  little  water  might  difplace. 
As  nature  every  morn  bellows 
The  cryilal  dew,  to  cleanfe  the  rofe. 
Thofe  treiTes,  as  the  raven  black. 
That  wav'd  in  ringlets  dov/n  your  back, 
Unccmb'd,  and  injur'd  by  negleit, 
Deilroy  the  face,  which  once  they  deck'd. 
Whence  this  foro-etiulnefs  of  drcfs  ? 

o 

Pray,  madam,  are  you  marry 'd  ?  Yes. 
Nay,  then  indeed  the  wonder  ceafes. 
No  matter  now  how  loofe  your  drefs  is  ; 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune's  made. 
Your  filter  now  may  take  the  trade. 

Alas  !   what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind  ! 
From  hence  proceed  averfion,  ilrife. 
And  ail  that  fours  the  wedded  life. 

B^autv 
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Beauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
'Tis  neatnefs  guides  it  to  the  heart  ; 
Let  neatnefs  then,  and  beauty  lirive 
To  keep  a  wav'ring  flame  alive. 

'Tis  harder  far  (you'll  find  it  true) 
To  keep  the  conquefl,  than  fubdue  ; 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  fcreen. 
What  is  there  farther  to  be  feen  ? 
A  newer  face  may  raife  the  flame. 
But  every  woman  is  the  fame. 

Then  ftudy  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm,  that  fix'd  your  hufljand's  love. 
Weigh  well  his  humour.     Was  it  drefs. 
That  gave  your  beauty  power  to  blefs  ? 
Purfue  it  Hill  ;  be  neater  fecn  ; 
'Tis  always  frugal  to  be  clean  j 
So  fnall  you  keep  alive  defire. 
And  time's  fwift  wing  fnall  fan  the  fire. 

I  N  garret  high  (as  ftcries  fay) 
A  Poet  fung  his  tuneful  lay  ; 
So  foft,  fo  fmooth  his  verfe,  you'd  fwear 
Apollo,  and  the  mufes  there. 
Through  all  the  town  his  praifes  rung. 
His  fonnets  at  the  playhoufe  fung  ; 
High  waving  o'er  his  lab'ring  head. 
The  goddefs  Want  her  pinions  fpread. 
And  with  poetic  fury  fir'd. 
What  Phcsbus  faintly  had  infpir'd. 

A  noble  Youth,  of  tafte  and  wit, 
Approv'd  the  fprightly  things  he  v^  rit. 


And 
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And  fought  him  in  his  cobweb  dome, 

Difcharg'd  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home. 
Behold  him  at  the  ftately  board. 

Who,  but  the  Poet,  and  my  Lord  ! 

Each  day  dclicioully  he  dines. 

And  greedy  quaiTs  the  gen'rous  wines  ; 

His  fides  were  plump,,  his  ikin  was  fleck,. 

And  plenty  wanton'd  on  his  cheek  ; 
Aftonifli'd  at  the  change  (b  new,. 
Away  th'  infpiring  goddefs  flew. 

Now,  dropt  for  politics,  and  news, 
Ncglefted  lay  the  drooping  mufe  ; 
Unmindful  whence  his  fortune  came. 
He  ftifled  the  poetic  flame ; 
Nor  tale,  nor  fonnet,  for  my  lady. 
Lampoon,  nor  epigram  was  ready. 

With  jull  contempt  his  Patron  faw, 
(Refolv'd  his  bounty  to  withdraw) 
And  thus,  with  anger  in  his  look. 
The  late- repenting  fool  befpoke- 

Blind  to  the  good  that  courts  thee  grown,. 
Whence  has  the  fun  of  favour  flicne  ? 
Delighted  with  thy  tuneful  art, 
Efteem  was  growing  in  my  heart  ; 
But  idly  thou  rejedl'fl  the  charm. 
That  gave  it  birth,  and  kept  it  warm. 

Unthinking  fools  alone  defpife 
Tlie  arts,  that  taught  them  firiX  to  rife.. 
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FABLE     VI. 

The  WOLF,    the  SHEEP,   and  the  LAMB. 

DUTY  demands,  the  parent's  voice 
Should  fandcify  the  daughter's  choice ; 
In  that,  is  due  obedience  ihown  ; 
To  chufe,  belongs  to  her  alone. 

May  horror  feize  his  midnight  hour. 
Who  builds  upon  a  parent's  pow'r. 
And  claims,  by  purchafe  vile  and  bafe. 
The  loathing  maid  for  his  embrace  ; 
Hence  virtue  fickens  ;  and  the  breafl:, . 
Where  peace  had  built  her  downy  neil:. 
Becomes  the  troubled  feat  of  care. 
And  pines  with  anguiih  and  defpair. 

A  WOLF,  rapacious,  rough  and  bolJ., 
Whofe  nightly  plunders  thinn'd  the  fold. 
Contemplating  his  ill-fpent  life. 
And  cloy'd  with  thefts,  v/ouid  take  a  wife. 
His  purpofe  knowm,  the  fivage  race. 
In  num'rous  crowds,  attend  the  place ; 
For  why,  a  mighty  Wolf  he  was. 
And  held  dcm.inion  in  his  jaws. 
Her  fav'rite  whelp  each  mother  brou-^ht. . 
And  humbly  liis  alliance  fought  ; 
But  cold  by  age,  or  elfe  too  nice. 
None  found  acceptance  in  his  eyct , . 

¥oL.  LXV,  F. 
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It  happen'd,  as  at  early  dawn. 
He  folitary  crofs'd  the  lawn, 
Stray'd  from  the  fold,  a  fportive  Lamb 
Skip'd  wanton  by  her  fleecy  Dam  ; 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beall, 
Difcharg'd  an  arrow  at  his  breail. 

The  tim'rous  breed  the  robber  knew. 
And  trembling  o'er  the  meadow  flew ; 
Their  nimblell  fpeed  the  Wolf  o'ertook. 
And  courteous,  thus  the  Dam  befpoke. 
Stay,  fairell-,  and  fufpend  your  fear, 
Truft  me,  no  enemy  is  near  ; 
Thefe  jaws,  in  flaughter  oft  imbra'd. 
At  length  have  known  enough  of  bleed  ; 
And  kinder  bufmefs  brings  me  now, 
"X^anquifli'd,  at  beauty's  feet  to  bow. 

You  have  a  daughter Sweet,  fcrgive 

A  Wolf's  addrefs— In  her  I  live  ; 
Love  from  her  eyes  like  lightning  came. 
And  fet  my  marrow  all  on  flame ; 
Let  your  confent  confirm  my  choice. 
And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys. 

Me  ample  wealth,  and  pow'r  attend, 
Vvlde  o'er  the  plains  my  realms  extend  ; 
What  midnight  robber  dare  invade 
1  he  fold,  if  I  the  guard  am  made  ? 
At  home  the  fliepherd's  cur  may  fleep, 
Wiiile  I  fccure  his  mailer's  flieep. 

Difcourfe  like  this,  attention  claim 'd  ; 
Grandeur  the  mother's  breafl  infiam'd  ; 
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Now  fearlefs  by  his  fide  fhe  walk'd. 
Of  fettlements,  and  jointures  talk'd  ; 
Propos'd,  and  doubled  her  demands 
Of  flow'ry  fields,  and  turnip-lands. 
The  Wolf  agrees.     Her  bofom  fwells  ; 
To  Mifs  her  happy  fate  fhe  tells ; 
And  of  the  grand  alliance  vain. 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plain. 

The  loathing  Lamb  wdth  horror  hears., 
And  wearies  out  her  Dam  with  pray'rs  ; 
But  all  in  vain  ;  mamm-a  bell  knew 
Vv'hat  inexperienc'd  girls  fnould  do  ; 
So,  to  the  neighboring  meadow  carry'd, 
A  formal  afs  the  couple  marry 'd. 

Torn  from  the  tyrant-mother's  fide. 
The  trembler  goes,  a  viclim-bride. 
Relaxant,  m.eets  the  rude  emibrace. 
And  bleats  among  the  howling  race. 
With  horror  oft  her  eyes  behold 
Her  murder'd  kindred  of  the  fold  ; 
Each  day  a  fifter-lamb  is  ferv'd. 
And  at  the  glutton's  table  carv'd  ; 
The  cralhing  bones  he  grinds  for  food. 
And  flakes  his  tiiiril  with  ftream.ing  blood. - 

Love,  who  the  cruel  mind  detefls. 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  breafts. 
Was  now  no  more.     Enjoyment  pall. 
The  favage  hunger'd  for  the  feall ; 
But  (as  we  find  in  human  race, 
A  mr.ik  conceals  the  villain's  fac;) 

F  2.  JuHice 
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Juftice  muil  authorize  the  treat ; 
Till  then  he  long'd,  but  durft  not  eat. 

As  forth  he  walk'd,  iji  quell  of  prey. 
The  hunters  met  him  on  the  way  ; 
Fear  wings  his  flight ;  the  marlh  he  fought  ; 
The  fnuliing  dogs  arc  fet  at  fault. 
His  rtomach  balk'd,  now  hunger  gnaws,. 
Howling,  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws ; 
Food  muil  be  had,  and  lamb  is  nigh  ; 
His  maw  invokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
Is  this  (difTembling  rage,  he  cry'd) 
The  gentle  virtue  of  a  bride  ? 
That,  leagu'd  with  man's  deiiroying  race. 
She  fets  her  hufband  for  the  chace  ? 
By  treach'ry  prompts  the  noify  hound 
To  fcent  his  footfteps  on  the  ground  ? 
Thou  trait'refs  vile  !  for  this  thy  blood 
Shall  glut  my  rage,  and  dye  the  wood  1 

So  laying,  on  the  Lamb  he  flies, 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  vidim  dies. 
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FABLE     VII. 

The    GOOSE,    and    the    SWANS. 

IH  A  T  E  the  face,  however  fair. 
That  carries  an  affe(5i:ed  air  ; 
The  lifping  tone,  the  fhape  conllrain'd. 
The  itudy'd  look,  the  paihcn  feign'd. 
Are  fopperies,  which  only  tend 
To  injure  what  the-/  ftrive  to  mend. 

With  what  fuperior  grace  enchants 
The  face,  which  Nature's  pencil  paints  ! 
Where  eyes,  unexercib'd  in  art. 
Glow  with  the  meaning  of  the  heart ! 
Where  freedom,  and  good-humour  lit. 
And  eafy  gaiety,  and  wit  ! 
Though  perfedt  beauty  be  not  there. 
The  mailer  lines,  the  nnifh'd  air. 
We  catch  from  every  look  delight. 
And  grow  enamour'd  at  the  fight  : 
For  beauty,  though  we  all  approve. 
Excites  our  wonder,  more  than  love. 
While  the  agreeable  ftrikes  fure, 
A'.id  gives  the  v.'ounds,  we  cannot  cure. 

Wliy  then,  my  Amoret,  this  care. 
That  forms  you,  in  eflecl,  lefs  fair  r 
If  n:it  J  re  en  your  check  beftows 
A  blouni,  that  emulates  the  rofe, 

F   3  Or 
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Or  from  fome  hcav'niy  image  drew 
A  form,  Apelles  never  knew. 
Your  ill-judg'd  aid  will  you  impart. 
And  fpoil  by  meretricious  art  ? 
Or  had  you,  nature's  error,  come 
Abortive  from  the  mother's  v/omb. 
Your  forming  care  fhe  ftill  rejedls. 
Which  only  heightens  her  defedts. 
When  fuch,  of  glittering  jewels  proud. 
Still  prefs  the  foremou  in  the  crowd. 
At  every  public  fhow  are  fecn. 
With  look  awry,  and  aukward  mien. 
The  gaudy  drcfs  attrads  the  eye. 
And  magnifies  deformity. 

Nature  may  under-do  her  part, 
Eut  feldom  wants  the  help  of  art ; 
Truil  Her  ;  flie  is  your  fureft  friend. 
Nor  made  your  form  for  you  to  mend, 

A  GOOSE,  afFefted,  empty,  vain. 
The  fhrillell  of  the  cackling  train-. 
With  proud,  and  elevated  crcfl. 
Precedence  claim'd  above  the  reil. 

Says  fhe,  I  laugh  at  human  race, 
■Who  fay,  geefe  hobble  in  their  pace  ; 
Look  here  1  the  iland'rous  lie  deteft ; 
Not  haughty  man  is  fo  erefl. 
That  peaco'^k  )'onder  !  lord,  how  vain 
The  creature's  of  his  gaudy  train  ! 
If  both  v/erc  jlrlpt,  I'd  pawn  my  word, 
^i  gcofe  V.  Guld  be  the  finer  bird. 


Nature, 
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Nature,  to  hide  her  own  defects. 

Her  bungled  work  with  finery  decks ; 

Were  geefe  fet  joff  with  half  that  ihow. 

Would  men  admire  the  peacock  ?  No. 
Thus  vaunting,  crcfs  the  mead  fhe  ftalks. 

The  cackling  breed  attend  her  walks  ; 

The  fun  fhot  down  his  noon-tide  beams. 

The  Swans  were  fporting  in  the  flreams  ; 

Their  fnow)'  plumes,  and  {lately  pride 

Provok'd  her  fpleen.     Why  there,  flic  cry'd. 

Again,  what  arrogance  we  fee  ! 

Thofe  creatures  !  how  they  mimic  me  ! 

Shall  every  fowl  the  waters  fkim, 

Becaufe  we  geeCs  are  known  to  fwim  ? 

Humility  they  foon  fhali  learn. 

And  their  own  emptinefs  difcern. 

So  faying,  with  extended  wings. 
Lightly  upon  the  wave  (he  fprings  ; 
Her  bofom  fwglls,  fhe  fpreads  her  plumes> 
And  the  fwan's  ftately  creil  affjmes. 
Contempt,  and  mockery  enfa'd, 
A.nd  burfts  of  laughter  Inook  the  fiOod. 

A  Swan,  fuperior  to  the  reil. 
Sprung  forth,  and  thus  the  fool  addrefs'd. 

Conceited  thing,  elate  with  pride  1 
Thy  afFcclation  all  deride  ; 
Thefe  airs  thy  aukwardnefs  impart. 
And  fhew  thee  plainly,  as  thou  art. 
Among  thy  equals  of  the  flock. 
Thou  hadft  efcap'd  the  public  mock^ 

P  4  And 
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And  as  thy  parts  to  good  conduce, 
-Been  deem'd  an  honeft  hobbling  goofe. 

Learn  hence,  to  ftudy  wifdom's  rules  ; 
Know,  foppery's  the  pride  of  fools  ; 
And  Ilrivirxg  nature  to  conceal. 
You  only  her  defeds  reveal-. 
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FABLE    VIII. 

The  LAWYER,  and  JUSTICE. 

OVE  !  thou  divinell  .good  below. 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know  ! 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  fway  difown, 
"While  tyrant  lull  ufurps  thy  throne. 

The  bounteous  God  of  nature  made 
The  fexes  for  each  other's  aid. 
Their  mutual  talents  to  employ. 
To  leiTen  ills,  and  heighten  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  ailign'd 
That  fcft'ning  gentlenefs  of  mind. 
That  can,  by  fympathy,  impart 
Its  likenefs  to  the  rougheft  heart. 
Her  eyes  with  magic  pow'r  endu'd. 
To  fire  the  dull,  and  awe  the  rude. 
His  rofy  fingers  on  her  face 
Shed  lavifn  every  blooming  grace. 
And  ftamp'd  (perfection  to  difplay) 
His  mildsft  image  on  her  clay, 

Man,  aftive,  refolute,  and  bo!d. 
He  falhion'd  in  a  different  m.ould. 
With  ufeful  arts  his  mind  inform'd. 
His  breall  witli  nobler  pjliuons  warm'd  4 

He 
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He  gave  him  knowledge,  tafte  and  fenfe. 
And  courage,  for  the  fair's  defence. 
Her  frame,  refiftlefs  to  each  wrong. 
Demands  proteflion  from  the  ftrong  ; 
To  man  (lie  flies,  when  fear  alarms. 
And  claims  the  temple  of  his  arms. 

By  nature's  author  thus  declared 
The  woman's  fov'reign,  and  her  guard. 
Shall  man,  by  treach'rous  wiles,  invade 
The  weaknefs,  he  was  meant  to  aid  ? 
While  beauty,  given  to  infpire 
Protedling  love,  and  foft  defire. 
Lights  up  a  wild-fire  in  the  heart. 
And  to  its  own  breall  points  the  dart. 
Becomes  the  fpoiler's  bafe  pretence 
To  triumph  over  innocence  ? 

The  wolf,  that  tears  the  tim'rous  fiieep. 
Was  never  fet  the  fold  to  keep  ; 
Nor  was  the  tygcr,  or  the  pard 
Meant  the  benighted  trav'ler's  guard  ; 
But  man,  the  wildell:  bcaft  of  prey. 
Wears  friendfhip's  femblance,  to  betray  ; 
His  ilrength  againft  the  v/eak  employs. 
And  where  he  Ihould  protect,  dellroys. 

PAST  twelve  o'clock,  the  watchman  cry'd. 
His  brief  the  fludious  lawyer  ply 'd  ; 
The  all- prevailing  fee  lay  nigh. 
The  earnell  of  to-morrow's  lie. 

Sudden' 
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Sudden  the  furious  winds  arife. 

The  jarring  cafement  fhatter'd  flies  ; 

The  doors  admit  a  hollow  found. 

And  rattling  from  their  hinges  bound  ; 

When  Juftice,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 

Reveal'd  her  radiant  form  to  fight. 

The  wretch  with  thrilling  horror  fnook, 

Loofe  every  joint,  and  pale  his  look  ; 

Not  having  feen  her  in  the  courts. 

Or  found  her  mention'd  in  P^eports, 

He  afk'd,  with  falt'ring  tongue,  her  name. 

Her  errand  there,  and  whence  fne  came  ? 
Sternly  the  white-rob'd  Shade  reply'd, 

(A  crimfon  glow  her  vifage  dy'd) 

Canil  thou  be  doubtful  who  I  am  ? 
Is  Juilice  grown  fo  flrange  a  name  ? 
Were  not  your  courts  for  Juftice  rais'd  ? 
'Twas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz'd. 
IVIy  guardian  thee  did  I  elcift. 
My  facred  temple  to  pretext. 
That  thou,  and  all  thy  venal  tribe 
Should  fpurn  the  goddefs  for  the  bribe  ? 
Aloud  the  ruin'd  client  cries, 
Juftice  has  neither  ears,  nor  eyes ; 
In  foul  alliance  with  the  bar, 
'Gainft  me  the  judge  denounces  war. 
And  rarely  iffues  his  decree. 
But  with  intent  to  baffie  me. 

She  paus'd.     Her  breaft  with  fury  bum'd. 
The  trembling  Lawyer  thus  return'd. 

I  own 
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I  own  the  charge  is  jullly  laid. 
And  weak  th'  excufe  that  can  be  made  ; 
Yet  fearch  the  fpacious  globe,  and  fee 
If  all  mankind  are  not  like  me. 

The  gown-man,  Ikill'd  in  Romifh  lies. 
By  faith's  falfe  glafs  deludes  our  eyes  ; 
O'er  confcience  rides  without  controul. 
And  robs  the  man  to  fave  his  foul. 

The  do6lor,  with  important  face. 
By  fly  defign,  miftakes  the  cafe  ; 
Prefcribes,  and  fpins  out  the  difeafe. 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fees. 

The  foldier,  rough  with  many  a  fear. 
And  red  with  flaughter,  leads  the  war  ; 
If  he  a  nation's  truft  betray. 
The  foe  has  offer 'd  double  pay. 

"When  vice  o'ei-  all  mankind  prevails. 
And  weighty  int'refl  turns  the  fcales, 
Muft  I  be  better  than  the  reft. 
And  hnrbour  JulHce  in  my  breaft  ? 
On  one  fide  only  take  the  fee. 
Content  with  po\erty  and  thee  ? 

Thou  blind  to  fsnfe,  and  vile  of  mind, 
Th'  exafperated  Shade  rejoin'd. 
If  virtue  from  the  world  is  flown, 
V/ill  others'  frauds  excufe  thy  own  ? 
For  fickly  fouls  the  prieft  was  made  ; 
Phyficiar.s,  for  the  body's  aid  ; 
The  foldier  guarded  liberty  ; 
Man  woman,  and  the  lawvei-  me. 
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If  all  are  faithlefs  to  their  trull:. 
They  leave  not  thee  the  lefs  unjuft. 
Henceforth  your  pleadings  I  difclaim. 
And  bar  the  fanftion  of  my  name ; 
Within  your  courts  it  (hall  be  read. 
That  Juftice  from  the  law  is  fled. 

She  fpoke  ;  and  hid  in  Ihades  her  face, 
'Till  Hardwicke  footh'd  her  into  grace. 
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FABLE    IX. 

The  FARMER,  the  SPANIEL,  and  the  CAT. 

WHY  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  ? 
What  rude  ofFence  alarms  you  now  ? 

I  faid,  that  Delia's  fair,  'tis  true. 

But  did  I  {3.y  Oie  equall'd  you  ? 

Can't  I  another's  face  commend. 

Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend. 

But  inftantly  your  forehead  lours,. 

As  if  her  merit  lefTen'd  yours  ? 

From  female  envy  never  free. 

All  muft  be  blind,  becaufc  you  fee. 

Survey  the  gardens,  fields,  and  bow'rs,. 
The  buds,  the  blofibms,  and  the  flow'rs. 
Then  tell  me  where  the  woodbine  grows. 
That  vies  in  fweetnefs  with  the  rofe  ? 
Or  where  the  lily's  fnowy  white,  - 
That  throv/s  fuch  beauties  on  the  fight  ?. 
Yet  folly  is  it  to  declare. 
That  thefe  are  neither  fvveet,  nor  fair. 
The  cryilal  fhines  with  fainter  rays. 
Before  the  di'mond's  brighter  blaze  ; 
And  fops  will  fay,  the  di'mond  dies. 
Before  the  lufire  of  your  eyes : 
Bat  I,  who  deal  in  truth,  deny 
I'hat  neither  lliine  when  you  are  by. 

When 
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When  zephirs  o'er  the  blofToms  ftray. 
And  fweets  along  the  air  convey, 
Sha'n't  I  the  fragrant  breeze  inhale, 
Becaufe  you  breathe  a  fvveeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  are  the  flow'rs,  that  deck  the  field  ; 
Sweet  is  the  fmell  the  blofToms  yield  j 
Sweet  is  the  fummer  gale  that  blows ; 
And  fweet,  tho'  fweeter  you,  the  rofe. 

Shall  envy  then  torment  your  breall. 
If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  reft  ? 
For  while  I  give  to  each  her  due. 
By  praifmg  them  I  flatter  you  ; 
And  praifmg  moil,  I  Hill  declare 
You  fairefl,  where  the  reft  are  fair. 

AS  at  his  board  a  Farmer  fate, 
Replenifh'd  by  his  homely  treat. 
His  fav'rits  Spaniel  near  him  ftood. 
And  with  his  mafter  ftiar'd  the  food ; 
The  crackling  bones  his  jav/s  devour 'd. 
His  lapping  tongue  the  trenchers  fcour'd ; 
'Till  fated  now,  fupine  he  lay. 
And  fnor'd  the  rifmg  fumes  away. 

The  hungry  cat  in  turn,  drew  near. 
And  humbly  crav'd  a  fervant's  fhare  ; 
Ker  modeft  worth  the  Mafter  knew. 
And  ftrait  the  fatt'ning  morfel  threw  : 
Enrag'd  the  fnarling  Cur  awoke. 
And  thus,  with  fpiteful  envy,  fpoke. 

They  only  claim  a  right  to  eat. 
Who  earn  by  fervices  their  meat. 

Me. 
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Me,  zeal  and  induftry  inflame 

To  fcour  the  fields,  and  fpring  the  game  ; 

Or,  plunging  in  the  wintry  wave. 

For  man  the  wounded  bird  to  fave. 

With  watchful  diligence  I  keep. 

From  prowling  wolves,  his  fleecy  flieep ; 

At  home  his  midnight  hours  fecure. 

And  drive  the  robber  from  the  door. 

For  this,  his  breafl  with  kindnefs  glows ; 

For  this,  his  hand  the  food  bellows ; 

And  Ihall  thy  indolence  impart 

A  warmer  friendfliip  to  his  heart,- 

That  thus  he  robs  me-  of  my  due. 

To  pa.iiper  fuch  vile,  things  as  you  ? 

I  own  (with  meeknefs  Pufs  reply'd) 
Superior  merit  on  your  fide  ; 
Nor  does  my  breafl:  with  envy  fv/cll, . 
To  find  it  recompens'd  fo  v/ell ; 
Yet  I,  in  v/hat  my  nature  can. 
Contribute  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whofe  claws  defliroy  the  pilf 'ring  moufe"? 
Who  drives  the  verm.in  from  the  houfe  ? 
Or,  watchful  for  the  lab'rmg  fv/ain. 
From  lurking  rats  fecurcs  the  grain  ? 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  bcfl:ow. 
Why  ftiould  your  heart  with  gall  overflow  f 
Why  pine  my  happinefs  to  fee. 
Since  there  s  enough  for  you  and  me  ? 

Thy  words  are  jufl,  the  Farmer  cry'd. 
And  fpurn'd  the  fnarler  from  his  fide. 

FABLE 
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FABLE    X. 

The  SPIDER,  and   ths  BEE, 

*T^FIE  r.ymph,  who  walks  the  public  ftreets> 
■^     And  lets  her  cap  at  all  fhe  meets. 
May  catch  the  fool  who  turns  to  ilare. 
But  men  of  fenfe  avoid  the  ihare. 

As  on  the  margin  of  the  flood. 
With  filken  line,  my  Lydia  ftood, 
I  fmil'd  to  fee  the  pains  you  took. 
To  cover  o'er  the  fraudful  hook. 
Along  the  foreil:  as  we  ftray'd. 
You  faw  the  boy  his  lime-twigs  fpread  5 
Guefs'd  you  the  reafon  of  his  fear. 
Left,  heedlefs,  we  approach'd  too  near  r 
For  as  behind  the  bufn  we  lay. 
The  linnet  flatter'd  on  the  fpray. 

Needs  there  fuch  caution  to  delude 
The  fcaly  fry,  and  feather 'd-brcod  ? 
And  think  yo.u,  with  inferior  art. 
To  captivate  the ,  human  heart  ? 

The  maid,  who  modeftly  conceals 
Her  beauties,  v^hile  Ihe  hides,  reveals. 
Give  but  a  glimpfe,  and  fancy  draws 
Whate'er  the  Grecian  Venus  was. 
From  Eve's  firft  fig-leaf  to  brocade> 
All  drefs  was  meant  for  fancy's  aid,. 

Vol.  LXV.  G  Which 
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Which  evermore  delighted  dwells 
On  what  the  bafhfal  nymph  conceals. 

When  Cxlia  ilruts  in  man's  attire. 
She  fhews  too  much  to  raife  defire  ; 
But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round. 
Her  very  (hoe  has  power  to  wound. 

The  ro\  ing  eye,  the  bofom  bare. 
The  forward  laugh,  the  wanton  air. 
May  catch  the  fop  ;  for  gudgeons  ilrike 
At  the  bare  hook,  and  bait,  alike ; 
While  falmon  play  regardlefs  by, 
'Till  art,  like  nature,  forms  the  fly. 

BENEATH  a  peafant's  homely  thatch, 
A  Spider  long  had  held  her  watch ; 
From  mom  to  night,  with  relHefs  care, 
vShe  fpun  her  web,  and  wove  her  fnare. 
Within  the  limits  of  her  reign. 
Lay  many  a  heedlefs  captive  flain. 
Or  flutt'ring,  ftruggled  in  the  toils. 
To  burft  the  chains,  and  fhun  her  wile>% 

A  ftraying  Bee,  that  perch'd  hard  by. 
Beheld  her  with  difdainful  eye. 
And  thus  began.     Mean  thing,  give  o'er> 
And  lay  thy  flender  threads  no  more ; 
A  thoughtlefs  fly  or  t\vo,  at  moil. 
Is  all  the  conquell  thou  canft  boaft  ; 
For  bees  of  fenfe  thy  arts  evade. 
We  fee  fo  plain  the  nets  are  laid. 

The  gaudy  tulip,  that  difplays 
Her  fpreading  foliage  to  the  gaze; 

That 
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That  points  her  charms  at  all  fhe  fees. 
And  yields  to  every  wanton  breeze, 
Attradls  not  me  :  where  blufhing  grows. 
Guarded  with  thorns,  the  modell  rofe, 
Enamour'd,  round  and  round  I  fly. 
Or  on  her  fragrant  bofom  lie ; 
Relu(ftant,  llie  my  ardour  meets. 
And  bafhful,  renders  up  her  fweets. 

To  wifer  heads  attention  lend. 
And  learn  this  lefTon  from  a  friend> 
She,  who  with  modefty  retires. 
Adds  fewcl  to  her  lover's  fires. 
While  fuch  incautious  jilts  as  you^ 
By  folly  your  own  fchemes  undo. 
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FABLE    XL 

•    The  YOUNG  LION,  and  the  APE. 

'^TT^IS  true,  I  blame  your  lover's  choice, 
X      Though  fiattcr'd  by  the  public  voice. 

And  peevilh  grovv„  and  fick,  to  hear 

His  exclamations,  O  how  fair  ! 

I  liiten  not  to  wild  delights. 

And  tranfports  of  expeded  nights  : 

What  is  to  me  your  hoard  of  charms  ? 

The  whitenefs  of  your  neck  and  arms  ?: 

Needs  there  no  acquifition  more. 

To  keep  contention  from  the  door  ? 

Yes ;  pafs  a  fortnight,  and  you'll  find. 

All  beauty  cloys,  but  of  the  mind. 
Senfe  and  good-humour  ever  prove 

The  fureft  cords  to  faden  love.  • 

Yet,  Phillis,  frniplell  of  your  fex> 

You  never  think  but  to  perplex. 

Coquetting  it  with  every  ape. 

That  ilruts  abroad  in  human  Ihape  ; 

Not  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  talle. 

But  that  it  iHngs  your  lover's  breall  i 

To-morrow  you  refign  the  fway, 

Prepar'd  to  honour,  and  obey. 

The  tyrant-miilrefs  change  for  life. 

To  the  fubmilTion  of  a  wife^ 


Youi 
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Your  follies,  if  you  can,  fufpend. 
And  learn  inllrudlion  from  a  friend. 

Reludant,  hear  the  firit  addrefs. 
Think  often,  ere  you  anfwer,  yes  ; 
But  once  refolv'd,  throw  off  difguife. 
And  wear  your  wilhes  in  your  eyes. 
With  caution  every  look  forbear. 
That  might  create  one  jealous  fear, 
A  lover's  ripening  hopes  confound. 
Or  give  the  gen'rous  breaft  a  wound. 
Contemn  the  girliih  arts  to  teaze. 
Nor  ufe  your  pow'r,  unlefs  to  pleafe ; 
For  fools  alone  with  rigour  fway. 
When  foon,  or  late,  they  mull  obey. 

THE  King  of  brutes,  in  life's  decline, 
Refolv'd  dominion  to  refign  ; 
The  beafts  were  fummon'd  to  appear. 
And  bend  before  the  royal  heir. 
They  came  ;  a  day  was  fix'd ;  the  crowd 
Before  their  future  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dapper  Monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
Stepp'd  forth,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the  train. 

Why  cringe  my  friends  with  llaviih  awe. 
Before  this  pageant  king  of  llraw .? 
Shall  we  anticipate  the  hour. 
And  ere  Vv'c  feel  it,  own  his  pow'r  ? 
The  counlels  of  expea-ience  prize, 
I  know  the  maxims  of  the  wife  ; 
Subjeclion  let  us  call  away, 
Afld  live  the  monarchs  of  to-day  ; 

G  ^  'Tis 
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'Tis  ours  the  vacant  hand  to  fpum. 
And  play  the  tyrant  each  in  turn. 
So  fhall  he  right  from  wrong  dilcern. 
And  mercy  from  oppreflion  learn  ; 
At  others'  woes  be  taught  to  melt. 
And  loath  the  ills  himfclf  has  felt. 

He  fpoke  ;  his  bofom  fwell'd  with  pride. 
The  youthful  Lion  thus  reply'd. 

What  madnefs  prompts  thee  to  provoke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th'  impending  ftroke  ? 
Thou  wretched  fool !  can  wrongs  impart 
CompafTion  to  the  feeling  heart  ? 
Or  teach  the  grateful  breall  to  glow. 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  ? 
Learn'd  in  the  pradice  of  their  fchools, 
.From  women  thou  hall  drawn  thy  ruleb ; 
To  them  return  ;    in  fuch  a  caufe. 
From  only  fuch  expecl  applaufe ; 
The  partial  fex  I  not  condemn. 
For  liking  thofe,  whtO  copy  them. 

Would'il  thou  the  gen'rous  Lion  bind. 
By  kindnefs  bribe  him  to  be  kind  ; 
Good  offices  their  likenefs  get. 
And  payment  leiTens  net  the  debt ; 
With  multiplying  hand  he  gives 
The  good,  from  others  he  receives : 
Or  for  the  bad  makes  fair  return^ 
And  pays  with  int'reft>  fcorn  for  fcorn. 
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FABLE    XII. 

The    COL  T,    and   tlic    FARMER. 

'TI^ELL  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can* 
-^     Why  (o  averfe,  {o  coy  to  man  f 
Did  nature,  lavifh  of  her  care. 
From  her  bell  pattern  form  yoa  fair. 
That  you,  ungrateful  to  her  caufe. 
Should  mock  her  gifts,  and  fpurn  her  laws  ? 
And  mifer-like,  with-hold  that  ftore. 
Which,  by  imparting,  blefles  more  ? 

Beauty's  a  gift,  by  heav'n  alTign'd, 
The  portion  of  the  female  kind ; 
For  this  the  yielding  maid  demands 
Protedlion  at  her  lover's  hands  ; 
And  though  by  wafting  years  it  fade. 
Remembrance  tells  him,  once  'twas  paid. 

And  will  you  then  this  wealth  conceal. 
For  age  to  ruft,  or  time  to  fteal  ? 
The  fummer  of  your  youth  to  roi?, 
A  ftranger  to  the  joys  of  love  ? 
Then,  when  life's  winter  haftens  on. 
And  youth's  fair  heritage  is  gone, 
Dow'rlefs  to  court  fom^e  peafant's  arms. 
To  guard  your  wither'd  age  from  hmnis  ; 
No  gratitude  to  warm  his  breaft. 
For  blooming  beauty,  once  pofTefs'd  ; 

Cr    4  How 
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How  will  you  curfe  that  ftubborn  pride. 
Which  drove  your  bark  acrofs  the  tide. 
And  failing  befcrre  folly's  wind. 
Left  fenfe  and  happinefs  behind  ? 

CorJ.nna,  left  thefe  whims  prevail. 
To  fuch  as  you,  I  write  my  tale. 

A  COLT,  for  blood,  and  mettled  fpeed, 
The  choiceft  of  the  running  breed. 
Of  youthful  ftrength,  and  beauty  vain, 
Refus'd  fubjedlion  to  the  rein. 
In  vain  the  groom's  officious  fkill 
Oppos'd  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  will ; 
111  vain  the  mailer's  forming  care 
Reftrain'd  with  threats,  or  footh'd  with  pray'r; 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  fcorning  man. 
Wild  o'er  the  fpacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where-e'er  luxuriant  nature  fpread 
Tier  flov/'ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead. 
Or  bubbling  ftreams  foft-gliding  pafs. 
To  cool  and  frefhen  up  the  grafs, 
Difdaining  bounds,  he  cropp'd  the  blade. 
And  wanton'd  in  the  fpoil  he  made. 

In  plenty  thus  the  fummer  pafi'd, 
■Revolving  winter  came  at  laft ; 
The  trees  no  more  a  Ihelter  yield. 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  fidd. 
Perpetual  fnows  invert  the  ground. 
In  icy -chains  the  ftreams  are  bound ; 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail, 
His  .hnk,  uniheltt^r'd  fides  afTail. 

As 
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As  round  he  cafl  his  rueful  eyes. 
He  faw  the  thatch'd-roof  cottage  rife; 
The  profped  touch'd  his  heart  with  chear. 
And  promis'd  kind  deliv 'ranee  near. 
A  ftable,  erft  his  icorn  ^nd  hate. 
Was  now  become  his  wifli'd  retreat; 
His  paflion  cool,  his  pride  forgot, 
A  Farmer's  welcome  yard  he  fought. 

The  Mafter  faw  his  woeful  plight. 
His  limbs,  that  totter'd  with  his  weight. 
And,  friendly,  to  the  ftable  led. 
And  faw  him  Htter'd,  drefs'd,  and  fed. 
In  flothful  eafe,  all  night  he  lay ; 
The  fervants  rofe  at  break  of  day  ; 
The  market  calls.     Along  the  road. 
His  back  muft  bear  the  pond'rous  load ; 
In  vain  he  ftruggles,  or  complains, 
Inceffant  blows  reward  his  pains. 
To-morrow  varies  but  his  toil ; 
Chain'd  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  foil ; 
While  fcanty  meals,  at  night  repay 
The  painful  labours  of  the  day. 

Subdu'd  by  toil,  with  an^uilh  rent, 
Hii  fe-f-upbraidings  found  a  vent. 
Wretcii  that  I  am  !  he  fighing  faid. 
By  arrogance  and  folly  led. 
Had  but  my  reftive  youth  been  brought 
To  learn  the  lefTon  nature  taught. 
Then  had  I,  like  my  fires  of  yore. 
The  prize  from  every  courfer  bore  ; 


While 
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While  man  beftow'd  rewards,  and  praife. 
And  females  crown'd  my  latter  days. 
Now  lafting  rcr\itude's  my  lot. 
My  birth  contemn'd,  my  fpeed  forgot, 
Doom'd  am  1,  for  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  living  death,  from  year  to  year. 


FABLE 
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FABLE     XIIL 

The  OWL>  and  the  NIGHTINGALE. 

TO  know  the  miftrefs'  humour  right. 
See  if  her  maids  are  clean,  and  tight  ; 
If  Betty  waits  without  her  Hays, 
She  copies  but  her  lady's  ways. 
When  mifs  comes  in  with  boiil'rous  fhout. 
And  drops  no  curtfy  going  out, 
Depend  upon  't,  mamma  is  one. 
Who  reads,  or  drinks  too  much  alone. 

If  bottled  beer  her  thiril;  aiTvvage, 
She  feels  enthufiaftic  rage. 
And  burns  with  ardour  to  inherit 
The  gifts,  and  workings  of  the  fpirit.     ' 
If  learning  crack  her  giddy  brains. 
No  remedy,  but  death,  remains. 
Sum  up  the  various  ills  of  life. 
And  all  are  fweet,  to  fueh  a  wife. 
At  home,  faperior  wit  (he  vaunts. 
And  twits  her  hulband  with  his  wants ; 
Her  ragged  offspring  all  around. 
Like  pigs,  are  wallowing  on  the  ground ; 
Impatient  ever  of  controul. 
She  knows  no  order,  but  of  foul  ; 
With  books  her  litter'd  floor  is  fpread. 
Of  namelefs  authors,  never  read  ; 

Foul 
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Foul  linen,  petticoats,  and  lace 

Fill  up  the  intermediate  fpace. 

Abroad,  at  vidkings,  her  tongue 

Is  never  Hill,  and  always  wrong  ; 

All  meanings  fhe  defines  away. 

And  Hands,  with  truth  and  fenfe,  at  bay. 

If  e'er  fhe  meets  a  gentle  heart, 
Skill'd  in  the  houfcwife's  ufeful  art. 
Who  makes  her  family  her  care. 
And  builds  contentment's  temple  there. 
She  llarts  at  fuch  miftakes  in  nature. 
And  cries.  Lord  help  us  !  what  a  creature ! 

MelifTa,  if  the  moral  ftrike. 
You'll  find  the  fable  not  unlike. 

AN  Owl,  puft 'd  up  with  felf-conceit, 
Lov'd  learning  better  than  his  meat ; 
Old  manufcripts  he  treafur'd  up. 
And  rummag'd  every  grocer's  fhop  ; 
At  paftry-cooks  was  known  to  ply. 
And  llrip,  for  fcience,  every  pye. 
For  modern  poetry,  and  wit. 
He  had  read  all  that  Blackmore  writ ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  grown. 
His  learned  treafures  were  his  own  ; 
To  all  his  authors  had  accefs. 
And  fometimes  would  correft  the  prefs. 
In  logick  he  acquir'd  fuch  knowledge. 
You'd  fwear  him  fellow  of  a  college  ; 
Alike  to  every  art,  arid  fcience. 
His  darinj^  genius  bid  defiance. 
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And  fwallow'd  wifdom,  with  that  hafte. 
That  cits  do  cuftards  at  a  feaft. 

Within  the  ihelter  of  a  wood. 
One  ev'ning,  as  he  mufing  ftood. 
Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  fpray, 
A  Nightingale  began  his  lay. 
Sudden  he  llarts,  with  anger  ftung. 
And,  fcreeching,  interrupts  the  fong. 

Pert,  bufy  thing,  thy  airs  give  o'er. 
And  let  my  contemplations  foar. 
What  is  the  mufic  of  thy  voice. 
But  jarring  diflbnance,  and  noife  ? 
Be  wife.     True  harmony,  thou'lt  find. 
Not  in  the  tliroat,  but  in  the  mind ; 
By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd. 
But  by  laborious  iludy  gain'd. 
Go  read  the  authors  Pope  explodes. 
Fathom  the  depth  of  Gibber's  odes. 
With  modern  plays  improve  thy  wit. 
Read  all  the  learning  Henley  writ ; 
And,  if  thou  needs  mull:  fmg,  fwg  then. 
And  emulate  the  wa}'s  of  men  ; 
So  Ihalt  thou  grow,  like  me,  refin'd. 
And  bring  improvement  to  thy  kind. 

Thou  wretch,  the  little  Warbler  cry'd. 
Made  up  of  ignorance,  and  pride, 
Afk  all  the  birds,  and  they'll  declare, 
A  greater  blockhead  wings  not  air. 
P.ead  o'er  thyfelf,  thy  talents  fcan. 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man* 


No 
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No  ufelefs  authors  me  moleft, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  neft ; 
With  careful  wing  proted  my  young, 
And  chear  their  ev'nings  with  a  fong. 

Thus,  following  nature,  and  her  laws. 
From  men,  and  birds  I  claim  applaufe  ; 
While,  nurs'd  in  pedantry,  and  lloth. 
An  Owl  is  fcorn'd  alike  by  both. 


FABLE 
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FABLE     XIV. 

The   SPARROW,    and    the  DOVE. 

IT  was,  as  leam'd  traditions  fay. 
Upon  an  April's  blithfome  day. 
When  pleafure,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Return'd,  companion  of  the  fpring. 
And  chear'd  the  birds  with  am'rous  hcatj 
Inftrudling  little  hearts  to  beat ; 
A  Sparrow,  frolic,  gay,  and  young. 
Of  bold  addrefs,  and  flippant  tongue, 
Juft  left  his  lady  of  a  night. 
Like  him,  to  follow  new  delight. 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conqueit  vain. 
Flew  off  to  feek  the  chirping  train  ; 
The  chirping  train  he  quickly  found. 
And  with  a  fancy  eafe,  bow'd  round. 

For  every  fhe  his  bofom  burns. 
And  this,  and  that  he  wooes  by  turns  ; 
And  here  a  figh,  and  there  a  bill. 
And  here— thofe  eyes,  fo  form'd  to  kill  ! 
And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  he  firings 
Unmeaning,  foft,  refiftlefs  things  ; 
With  vows,  and  dem-me's  fkill'd  to  woo. 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  (hort  eifay 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play  ; 


No, 
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No,  truft  me,  fays  our  learned  letter. 
He  knew  the  virtuous  fex  much  better ; 
But  thefe  he  held  as  fpecious  arts. 
To  fhevv  his  own  fuperior  parts. 
The  form  o-f  decency  to  (hield. 
And  give  a  juft  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finifhing  bis  courtly  play. 
He  mark'd  the  fav'rite  of  the  day ; 
With  carelefs  impudence  drew  near. 
And  whifper'd  Hebrew  in  her  ear ; 
A  hint,  which  like  the  mafon's  fign> 
The  confcious  can  alone  di\ine. 

The  flutt'ring  nymph,  expert  at  feigning, 
Cry'd,  Sir  '.---pray  Sir,  explain  your  meaning 
Go  prate  to  thofe,  that  may  endure  ye-— 
To  me  this  rudenefs  '.---I'll  afTure  ye  I  — 
Then  oflf  Ihe  glided,  like  a  fwallow. 
As  faying— -you  guefs  where  to  follow. 

To  fuch  as  know  the  party  fet, 
'Tis  needlefs  to  declare  they  met ; 
The  parfon's  barn,  as  authors  rhention> 
Confefs'd  the  fair  had  apprehenfion. 
Her  honour  there  fecure  from  ftain> 
She  held  all  farther  trifling  vain> 
No  more  aftefted  to  be  coy. 
But  ruih'd,  licentious,  on  the  joy. 

Hill,  love  !  the  male  companion  cry'd. 
Retire  a  while ;  I  fear  we're  fpy'd. 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain  ;  he  faw 
A  Turtlcj.  ruining  in  the  llrav/i 

While 
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While  o'er  her  callow  brood  fhe  hung^ 
And  fondly  thus  addrels'd  her  young. 

Ye  tender  objeds  of"  my  care  ! 
Peace,  peace^  ye  little  helplefs  pair  I 
Anon  he  comes,  your  gentle  fire, 
A.nd  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 
For  us,  his  infants^  and  his  bride. 
For  us  with  only  love  to  guide. 
Our  lord  aiTumes  an  eagle's  fpeed. 
And  like  a  lion,  dares  to  bleed. 
Ncr  yet  by  wintry  fkies  confin'd. 
He  mounts  upon  the  rudeil:  wind. 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  fpoil. 
And  with  aitection  fweetens  toil. 
Ah  ceafe,  too  vent'rous  !  ceafe  to  dare,, 
In  thine,  our  dearer  fafety  fpare  ! 
From  him,  yc  cruel  falcons,  Itray, 
And  turn,  ye  fovvlers,  far  away  1 

Should  1  furvive  to  fee  the  day. 
That  tears  me  from  myfelf  away. 
That  cancels  all  that  heav'n  could  give,. 
The  life,  by  which  alone  I  live, 
Alas,  hovv^  more  than  loil  were  I, 
Who,  in  the  thought,  already  die  ! 

Ye  pow'rs,  whom  men,  and  birds  obey,. 
Great  rulers  of  your  creatures,  fay. 
Why  mourning  comes,  by  biifs  convey'd,. 
And  ev'n  the  fweets  of  love  allay'd  ? 
Where  grow3  enjoyment,  tall,  and  fliir. 
Around  it  twines  entangling  care  j. 
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While  fear  for  what  our  fouls  pofTefs, 
Enervates  every  pow'r  to  blefs  ; 
Yet  friend  (hip  forms  the  blifs  above. 
And,  life  !  what  art  thou,  without  love  ? 

Our  hero,  who  had  heard  apart. 
Felt  fomething  moving  in  his  heart. 
But  quickly,  with  difdain,  fupprefs'd 
The  virtue,  rifmg  in  his  breaft  ; 
And  firft  he  feign'd  to  laugh  aloud. 
And  next,  approaching,  fmil'd  and  bow'd, 

Ma.dam,  you  muft  not  think  me  rude  ; 
Good-manners  never  can  intrude  ; 
I  vow  I  come  through  pure  good-nature-— 
(Upon  my  foul  a  charming  creature  ! ) 
Arc  thefe  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
I'his  careful,  cloilier'd,  mopeing  life  ? 

No  doubt,  that  odious  thing  call'd  duty. 

Is  a  fvveet  province  for  a  beauty. 

Tliou  pretty  ignorance  !  thy  will 

Is  meafur'd  to  thy  want  of  /kill  j 

That  good  oid-fafiiion'd  dame,  thy  mother. 

Has  taught  thy  infant  years  no  other. 

The  greatelt  ill  in  the  creation. 

Is  fure  the  want  of  education. 

But  think  ye  ?— tell  me  without  feigning, 

Have  all  thefe  charms  no  farther  meaning  ? 

Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her. 

Might  teach  your  ladyfiiip  much  better. 

For  ihame,  rejeft  this  mean  empioyment, 

i^^nter  the  v/orid,  and  talle  cnjovmciu  ; 
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Where  time  by  circling  blifs  we  meafure  ; 
Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  plea.fure  : 
Come,  prove  the  bleffing,  follow  me. 
Be  wife,  be  happy,  and  be  free. 

Kind  Sir,  reply'd  our  matron  chafle. 
Your  zeal  feems  pretty  much  in  halle  ; 
I  own,  the  for.dnefs  to  be  blefs'd 
Is  a  deep  thiril  in  every  breaH: ; 
Of  bie flings  too  1  have  my  ilore. 
Yet  quarrel  not,  fhould  heav'n  give  more  ;; 
Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient. 
And  think  me.  Sir,  your  moll  obedient. 

Here  turning,,  as  to  one  inferior. 
Our  gallant  fpoke,  and  fmil'd  fuperior. 
Methinks,  to  quit  your  boafied  ftation 
Requires  a  world  of  hefitation  ; 
Wher-e  brats,  and  bonds  are  held  a  bleffing^ 
The  cafe,  I  doubt,  is  pail:  redrefTrng. 
Why,  child,  fuppofe  the  joys  I  mention,. 
Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  inver.tion. 
You've  caufe  fufiicient  for  your  carriage. 
In  flying  from  the  curfe  of  marriage  ; 
That  fly  decoy,  Vv'ith  vary'd  fnares. 
That  takes  your  widgeon  in  by  pairs  j. 
Alike  to  huiband,  and  to  wife. 
The  cure  of  love,  ^ind  bane  of  life  ; 
The  only  method  of  forecalling. 
To  make  misfortune  firm,  and  Lifting  i 
The  fm,  by  heav'n's  peculiar  fentence,, 
Unpardon'd  through  a  life's  repentance.. 

H  2.  Sx 
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It  is  the  double  fnake,  that  weds 

A  common  tail  to  diiF'rent  heads. 

That  lead  the  carcafs  ftill  aftray. 

By  dragging  each  a  difF'rent  way. 

Of  all  the  ills,  that  may  attend  me. 

From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  me  I 

Give  Me  frank  nature's  wild  demefne. 
And  boundlefs  traft  of  air  ferene. 
Where  fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change. 
Delights  to  fport,  delights  to  range  ; 
There,  Liberty  !   to  thee  is  ouing 
Whate'er  of  blifs  is  worth  heflowing  ; 
Delights,  Hill  vary'd,  and  divine. 
Sweet  goddefs  of  the  hills  !  are  thine. 

What  fay  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  you  ? 
Have  I,  for  once,  fpoke  reafon,  think  you  ^ 
You  take  me  novv  for  no  romancer— - 
Come,  never  Hudy  for  an  anfwer  ; 
Away,  call  every  care  behind  ye. 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  (hall  fijid  ye. 

Soft  yet,  return'd  our  female  fencer, 
A  quellion  more,  or  fo---and  then.  Sir. 
You've  rally'd  me  with  fenfe  exceeding. 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding  ; 
But  pray.  Sir,  hov/  do  you  contrive  it  ? 
Do  thofc  of  ycur  world  never  wive  it  ? 
**  No,  no."     How  then?    "  Why,  dai-e  I  tell> 
"  What  does  the  bufmefs  full  as  well." 
Do  you  ne'er  love  ?    "  An  hour  at  leifurc.'^ 
Have  you  no  friendlhips  ?    **  Yes,  for  plealure.'* 

No 
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No  care  for  little  ones  ?    "  We  get  'em, 
**  The  rell:  the  mothers  mind,  and  let  'em.'* 

Thou  wretch,  rejoin'd  the  kindling  Dove, 
Quite  lofl  to  life,  as  lofl  to  love  ! 
Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  juft  ! 
And  come  misfortune  furely  muH ; 
In  the  dread  feafon  of  difmay. 
In  that,  your  hour  of  trial,  fay. 
Who  then  fliall  prop  your  finking  heart  r 
Who  bear  afflidlion's  weightier  part  f 

Say,  when  the  biack-brow'd  welkin  bend3> 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends. 
To  mourning  turns  all  tranfient  chear. 
And  blafts  the  melancholy  year  ; 
For  times,  at  no  perfuafion,  ftay, 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  ; 
Then  where 's  that  tongue,  by  folly  fed, 
That  foul  of  pertnefs,  whither  fled  : 
All  fhrunk  v/ithin  thy  lonely  nell. 
Forlorn,  abandon'd,  and  unbleli'd  ; 
No  friend,  by  cordial  bonds  ally'd. 
Shall  feek  thy  cold,  unfocial  fide  ; 
No  chirping  prattlers,  to  delight 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 
No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart. 
And  warm  thee  at  her  conilant  heart. 

Freedom,  reftrain'd  by  reafon's  force. 
Is  a:,  the  lun'b  unvarying  courfe. 
Benignly  active,  Aveetly  bright, 
AiTordiiig  warmth,  affording  light ; 

H  X  B^t 
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But  torn  from  virtue's  facrcd  rules. 
Becomes  a  comet,  gaz'd  by  fools. 
Fore-boding  cares,  and  florms,  and  ftrife. 
And  fi-aught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

Thou  fool !  by  union  every  creature 
Subfifts,  through  univerfal  nature  ; 
And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind. 
Is  wedlock,  of  a  meaner  kind. 

While  vvomb'd  in  fpace,  primaeval  clay 
A  yet  unfafhion'd  embryo  lay. 
The  fource  of  endlcfs  good  above 
Shot  down  his  fpark  of  kindling  love  ; 
Touch'd  by  the  all-enliv'ning  flame. 
Then  motion  jirft  exulting  came  ; 
Each  atom  fought  its  fep'rate  clafs. 
Through  many  a  fair  en'amour'd  mafs ; 
Love  call  the  central  charm  around. 
And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound. 
Then  form,  and  order  o'er  the  fky, 
PirH  train'd  their  bridal  pomp  on  high-; 
The  fun  difplay'd  his  orb  to  fight,- 
And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 

Hence  nature's  virgin-wom.b  concelv'd. 
And  with  the  genial  burden  hcav'd; 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  firll-born  heir. 
And  fcal'd  the  breathing  fteep  of  air  j 
Then  infant  ftems,  of  various  ufe, 
Imbib'd  her  foft,  maternal  juice  ; 
The  flov/Vs,  in  early  bloom  difcloi'd. 
Upon  her  fragrant  breail  repos'd.; 


^Within 
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Vlthin  her  warm  embraces  grev/ 
A  race  of  cndlefs  form,  and  hue  ; 
Then  pour'd  her  lefTer  offspring  round. 
And  fondly  cloath'd  their  parent  ground. 

Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reign'd. 
By  matter's  cumb'ring  form  detain'd ; 
But  thence,  fubliming,  and  refin'd, 
Afpir'd,  and  reach'd  its  kindred  Mind. 
Caught  in  the  fond,  celeftial  fire, 
Tlie  Mind  perceiv'd  unknown  defire. 
And  now  with  kind  eitufion  flow'd. 
And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glow'd. 
Beheld  the  fyrnpathetic  fair. 
And  lov'd  its  own  refemblance  there  ; 
On  all  with  circling  radiance  fTione, 
But  cent'ring,   £x'd  on  one  alone; 
There  clafp'd  the  heav'n-appointed  wife, 
A.nd  doubled  every  joy  of  life. 

Here  ever  bleffing,  ever  blefs'd, 
Refides  this  beauty  of  the  breaft ; 
As  from  his  palace,  here  the  god 
Still  beams  effulgent  blifs  abroad. 
Here  gems  his  Ovvn  eternal  round. 
The  ring ,  by  which  the  world  is  bound. 
Here  bids  his  feat  of  empire  grow. 
And  builds  his  little  heav'n  below. 

The  bridal  partners  thus  ally'd» 
And  thus  in  Aveet  accordance  ty'd. 
One  body,  heart  and  fpirit  live, 
Enrich'd  by  every  joy  they  give^ 

II  4  Like 
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Like  echo,  from  her  vocal  hold, 
Return'd  in  mullc  twenty  fold. 
Their  union  firm,  and  undecay'd. 
Nor  time  can  fpake,  nor  pow'r  invade ; 
But  as  the  flem,  and  fcion  ftand. 
Ingrafted  by  a  fKilful  hand. 
They  check  tlie  tcmpell's  wintry  rage. 
And  bloom  and  firengthen  into  age. 
A  thoufand  amities  unknown. 
And  pow'rs,  pcrceiv'd  by  love  alone. 
Endearing  looks,  and  chafte  defire. 
Fan,  and  fupport  the  mutual  fire, 
Whofe  flame,  perpetual,  as  refin'd^ 
Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 

Nor  yet  the  nuptial  fandlion  ends. 
Like  Nile  it  opens,  and  defcends. 
Which,  by  apparent  windings  led. 

We  trace  to  its  celeftial  head. 

The  fire,  firil  fpringing  from  above. 

Becomes  the  fourcs  of  life,  and  love. 

And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  fiov.'. 

In  fondncfs  down  on  fons  below  : 

Thus  roll'd  in  one  continu'd  tide. 

To  time's  extreracfl  verge  they  glide. 

While  kindred  flreams,  on  either  hand. 

Branch  forth  in  bleinngs  o'er  the  land. 

Thee,  wretch  !  no  lifping  babe  Ihall  name. 

No  late-returning  brother  claim. 

No  kinfinan  on  thy  road  rejoice. 

No  filler  crreet  thv  cnt'ring  voice. 

With 
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With  partial  eyes  no  parents  fee. 
And  blefs  their  years  reftor'd  in  thee. 

In  age  rejedted,  or  declin'd. 
An  alien,  ev'n  among  thy  kind. 
The  partner  of  thy  fcorn'd  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  tliy  face. 
Each  fpark  unplume  thy  little  pride. 
All  friendlhip  fly  thy  faithlefs  fide. 
Thy  name  fhall  like  thy  carcafe  rot. 
In  ficknefs  fpurn'd,  in  death  forgot. 

All-gi\ing  povv'r  !   great  fource  of  life  ! 
O  hear  the  parent !   hear  the  wife  ! 
That  life,  tliou  lendell  from  above. 
Though  little,  make  it  large  in  love. 
O  bid  my  feeling  .heart  expand 
To  e\ery  claim,  on  every  hand  ; 
To  thofe,  from  whom  my  days  I  drew. 
To  thefe,  in  whom  thofe  days  renew ; 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide. 
In  cordial  warmth,  as  blood  ally'd  ; 
To  friends,  with  fleely  fetters  twin'd. 
And  to  tlie  cruel,  not  unkind  ! 

But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  defire. 
My  life,  myfelf,  my  foul,  my  Hre, 
Friends,  children,  all  that  wiih  can  claim, 
Chafie  paiTion  clafp,  and  rapture  name  ; 
O  fpare  him,  fpare  him,  gracious  pow'r  ! 
O  give  him  to  my  lateft  hour  ! 
Let  me  m.y  length  of  life  employ. 
To  give  my  fole  enjoyment  joy. 
His  love,  let  mutual  love  excite. 
Turn  all  mv  carc^  to  his  delight. 

And 
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And  every  needlefs  blelGng  fpare. 
Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  Ihare, 

When  he  with  graceful  a6lion  wooes. 
And  fvveetly  bills,  and  fondly  cooes. 
Ah  !  deck  me,  to  his  eyes  alone. 
With  charms  attradlive  as  his  own. 
And  in  my  circling  wings  carefs'd. 
Give  all  the  lover  to  my  breaft. 
Then  in  our  ch:irre,  connubial  bed. 
My  bofom  pillow'd  for  his  head. 
His  eyes  with  blifsful  {lumbers  clofe. 
And  v/atch,  with  me,  my  lord's  rcpofe. 
Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine. 
And  love  him  with  a  love  like  mine. 

And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame. 
Beyond  whate'er  my  fex  can  claim. 
Me  too  to  your  protection  take. 
And  fpare  me  for  my  hulband's  fake. 
Let  one  unruffled,  calm,  delight 
The  loving,  and  bslov'd  unite  ; 
One  pure  dcfire  our  bofoms  warm. 
One  will  direft,  one  wifli  inform  ; 
Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  fuftain. 
In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain. 

While,  fwelling  with  the  darling  theme. 
Her  accents  pour'd  an  endlefs  llream. 
The  well-known  wings  a  found  impart. 
That  reach'd  her  ear,  and  touch'd  her  heart  1 
Quick  dropp'd  the  mufic  of  her  tongue. 
And  forth,  with  eager  joy,  flie  fprung. 
As  fwift  her  ent'ring  confort  flew. 
And  plum'd,  and  kindled  at  the  view; 

Their 
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TTheir  wings  their  fouls  embracing  meet, 
-Their  hearts  with  ariAv'ring  mealure  beat-^ 
Half  loit  in  facred  fweets,  andblefb'd 
With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  exprefs'd. 

Strait  to  her  humble  roof  fhe  led 
The  partner  of  her  fpotlefs  bed  ; 
■Her  young,  a  flutt'ring  pair,  arife. 
Their  welcome  fparkling  in  their  eyes  ; 
Tranfported,  to  their  fire  they  bound. 
And  hang  with  fpeechlefs  action  round. 
In  pleafure  WTap.t,  the  parents  ftand. 
And  fee  their  little  wings  expand  ; 
The  fire,  his  life-fuftaining  prize 
To  each  expecling  bill  applies. 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  fpoll. 
With  tranfport  giv^'n,  though  won  v%ith  toil  ■; 
Wliile,  all  collefted  at  the  fight. 
And  filent  through  fupreme  delight. 
The  fair  high  heav'n  of  blifs  beguiles. 
And  on  her  lord,  and  infants  frr.iles. 

The  Sparrow,  whcfe  attention  hung 
Upon  the  Dove's  enchanting  tongue. 
Of  all  his  little  flights  difarm'd, 
-And  from  himfelf,  by  virtue,  charm'd. 
When  now  he  faw,  what  only  fcem'd, 
A  facl,  fo  late  a  fable  deem'd. 
His  foul  to  envy  he  refign'd. 
His  hours  of  folly  to  tlie  v.ind. 
In  fecret  wiJli'd  a  turtle  too. 
And  figliing  to  himfelf,  \viih4rew. 

FABLE 
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FABLE     XV. 

The   FEMALE    SEDUCERS. 

5     I   ^  I  S  fal  J  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife, 

JL      That  honour  is  a  woman's  life  ; 
Unhappy  fex  !  who  only  claim 
A  b>;ing,  in  the  breath  of  fame. 
Which,  tainted,  not  the  quick'ning  gales 
That  fweep  Sahara's  fpicy  vales. 
Nor  all  the  healing  fweets  rellore. 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  fhore. 

The  trav'Ier,  if  he  chance  to  ftray. 
May  turn  uncenfur'd  to  his  way  ; 
Polluted  ilreams  again  are  pure. 
And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure  ; 
But  woman  !   no  redemption  knows. 
The  wounds  of  honour  never  clofe. 

Though  diftant  every  hand  to  guide. 
Nor  fkill'd  on  life's  tempelluous  tide, 
]f  once  her  feeble  bark  recede. 
Or  deviate  from  the  courfe  decreed, 
Jn  vain  flie  feeks  the  friendlefs  ihore. 
Her  fwifter  folly  flies  before ; 
The  circling  ports  againft  her  clofe. 
And  fhut  the  wand'rer  from  repofe  ; 
'Till,  by  conflicting  waves  opprefs'd. 
Her  found'ring  pinnace  fmks  to  reft. 


Are 
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Are  there  no  off 'rings  to  atone 
p'or  but  a  fingle  error  ?  None. 
Though  woman  is  avow'd,  of  old. 
No  daughter  of  celeftial  mould. 
Her  temp'ring  not  without  allay. 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay. 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame- 
The  ftrength  angelic  natures  claim  ;; 
Nay  more  ;  for  facred  ftories  tell. 
That  ev'n  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  fills  the  teeming  {phevQ 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air. 
With  varying  elements  endu'd. 
Was  form'd  to  fall,  and  rife  renew'd. 

The  ftars  no  fixM  duration  know. 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  fiov/. 
The  moon  repletes  her  waneing  face. 
All-beauteous,  from  her  late  difgrace. 
And  funs,  that  mourn  approaching  night;. 
Refulgent  rife  with  new-born  light. 

In  vain  may  death,  and  time  fubdue. 
While  nature  mints  her  race  anew. 
And  holds  fome  vital  fpark  apart. 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  every  heart ; 
*Tis  hence  reviving  warmth  is  feen. 
To  cloath  a  naked  world  in  green. 
No  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold,, 
Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold  ; 
Again  each  infeft  tries  his  wing. 
And  lifts  frelh  pinions  on  the  fpring  j 

Again 


tto  M  O  O  R  E's     P  O  E  M  S, 

Again  from  every  latent  root 
The  blaJed  ftem,  and  tendril  ihoot. 
Exhaling  incenfe  to  the  ildes^ 
Again  to  perilh,  and  to  rile. 

And  muft  weak  woman  then  difown 
The  change,  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 
In  one  meridian  brightnefs  fhine. 
And  ne'er,  like  ev'nlng  funs,  decline  ? 
Refolv'd  and  firm  alone  ?---is  this 
What  we  demand  of  woman  ?— Yes, 

But  fhoiild  the  fpark  of  veftal  fire 
In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire. 
Or  Ihould  the  nightly  thief  invade 
Hefperia's  challe,  and  facred  fhade,. 
Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  pofTefs'd, 
The  dragon  honour  charni'd  to  reft. 
Shall  virtue's  flame  no  more  return  ? 
No  more  with  virgin  fplendor  burn  ? 
No  more  the  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  fpring's  fucceeding  blofibm"?-— No. 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reftore. 
And.  woman  falls,  to  rife  no  more. 

WITHIN  this  fublunary  fphere,. 
A  country  lies — no  matter  where  ; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  found 
By  all,  who  tread  poetic  ground. 
A  llream,  call'd  Life,  acrofs  it  glides^ 
And  equally  tlie  land  divides ;. 


And 
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And  here,  of  vice  the  province  lies. 
And  there,  the  hills  of  virtue  rife. 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  ftand, 
Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  either  land. 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chofe, 
A.S  well  for  profpe£t,  as  repofe  ;, 
For  mutual  faith  they  long  were  fam'd. 
And  Temp'rance,  and  Religion,  nam'd. 

A  num'rous  progeny  divine 
Confefs'd  the  honours:  of  their  line  ; 
But  in  a  little  daughter  fair. 
Was  center'd  more  than  half  their  care  ; 
For  heav'n  to  gratulate  her  birth. 
Gave  figns  of  future  joy  to  earth  ; 
White  was  the  robe  this  infant  v%ore. 
And  Chaftity  the  name  Ihe  bore. 

As  now  tlic  maid  in  llature  grew, 
(A  flow'r  jult  op'ning  to  the  view) 
Oft  through  her  native  lawns  Ihe  ftray'd. 
And  wreftiing  wdth  the  lambkins  play'd  ; 
Her  looks  difrufive  fweets  bequeath'd. 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  (he  breath'd, 
Tlie  morn  her  radiant  blufh  affum'd. 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd. 
And  nature,  yearly,  took  delight. 
Like  her,  to  drefs  the  world  in  white. 

But  when  her  rifmg  form  was  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen. 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head. 
With  anxious  ilep  their  darling  led ; 

By 
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By  turns  they  fnatch'd  her  to  their  breaftj 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  exprcf^'d. 
O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  I 
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O  daughter,  too  divinely  fn 
Yon  world,  on  this  important  day. 
Demands  thee  to  a  dangerous  way  ; 
A  painful  journey,  all  mult  go, 
Whofe  doubtfiid  period  none  can  know,, 
Whofc  due  direction  who  can  find, 
Where  R.eafon's  mute,  and  Senfc  is  blind 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  thefe,  ' 
Through  fuch  a  wide,  perplexing  maze  ! 
Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wife. 
And  learn  what  love,  and  years  advife.. 

Far  to  the  right  thy  profpecl  bend. 
Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  afccnd  ; 
Lo,  there  the  arduous  paths  in  view. 
Which  Virtue,  and  her  fons  purfue  1 
With  toil  o'er  lefs'ning  earth  they  rife,. 
And  gain,  and  gain  upon  the  fkies. 
Narrow's  the  way  her  children  tread. 
No  walk,  for  pleafure  fmoothly  fprcad;». 
But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  Iteep, 
Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep.    . 

Fruits  imftiature  thofe  lands  difpenfc,. 
A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe. 
Of  talle  unpleafant ;  yet  from  thofe 
Pure  health,  with  cheerful  vigour  flows,. 
And  Ilrength,  unfeeling  of  decay. 
Throughout  the  long,  laborious  way. 
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Hence,  as  they  fcale  that  hcav 'nly  road. 
Each  limb  is  lightened  of  its  load  ; 
From  earth  J-e fining  ftill  they  go. 
And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below  ; 
Then  fpreads  the  Urait,  the  doubtful  clears. 
And  fmooth  the  rugged  path  appears  ; 
For  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  eafe, 
And,  taught  by  virtue,  pain  can  pleafe. 

At  length,  the  toilfome  journey  o'er^ 
And  near  the  bright,  celeflial  Ihore, 
A  gulph,  black,  fearful,  and  profound. 
Appears,  X>f  either  world  the  bound. 
Through  darknels,  leading  up  to  light : 
Senfe  backwards  fhrinks,  and  fliuns  the  fight  ; 
For  there  the  tranfitory  train. 
Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain. 
And  matter's  grofs,  incumb'ring  mafs, 
Man's  late  aflbciates,  cannot  pafs. 
But  fmking,  quit  th'  immortal  charge, 
A^nd  leave  the  wond'ring  foul  at  large ; 
Lightly  fhe  wings  her  cb*/ious  way. 
And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

Thither,  O  !  thither  wing  thy  fpeed. 
Though  pleafure  charm,  or  pain  impede  I 
To  fuch  th'  all-bonnteous  pow'r  has  giv'n. 
For  prefent  earth,  a  future  heav'n; 
For  trivial  lofs,  unmeafur'd  gain. 
And  endlefs  bhfs,  for  tranfient  pain. 

Then  fear,  ah  I  fear  to  turn  thy  fight. 
Where  yonder  flow'ry  fields  invite  ; 
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Wide  on  the  left  the  path-way  bends. 
And  with  pernicious  eafe  defcend^  ; 
There  fvveet  to  fenfe,  and  fair  to  fliow. 
New-planted  Edens  feem  to  blow. 
Trees,  that  delicious  poifon  bear. 
For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbrac'd. 
Each  finew  ilack'ning  at  the  tafte  ; 
The  foul  to  paffion  yields  her  throne. 
And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
While,  like  the  flumb'rer  in  the  night, 
Pleas'd  with  the  iliadowy  dream  of  light. 
Before  her  alienated  eyes 
The  fcenes  of  fairy-land  arife  ; 
The  puppet  world's  amufmg  Ihow, 
Dipt  in  the  gayly-'colour'd  bow  ; 
Scepters,  and  wreaths,  and  glitt'ring  things. 
The  toys  of  infants,  and  of  kings. 
That  tempt,  along  the  baneful  plain. 
The  idly  wife,  and  lightly  vain,^ 
'Till  verging  on  the  gulphy  (hore. 
Sudden  they  fmk,  and  rife  no  more. 

But  lift  to  v/hat  thy  fates  declare  ; 
Though  thou  art  woman,  frail  as  fair, 
if  once  tliy  fliding  foot  Ihould  ftray. 
Once  quit  yon  hcav'n-appcinted  way. 
For  thee,  loft  maid,  for  thee  alone. 
Nor  pray'rs  fhall  plead,  nor  tears  atone  ; 
Reproacn,  fcorn,  infamy,  and  hate. 
On  thy  returning  fteps  ill  all  wait. 

Thy 
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Thy  form  be  loath'd  by  every  eye. 
And  every  foot  thy  prefence  fly. 

Thus  arm'd  with  words  of  potent  fjund. 
Like  guardian  angels  plac'd  around, 
A  charm,  "by  truth  divinely  call:. 
Forward  our  young  advent'rer  pafs'd. 
Forth  from  her  Cacred  eye-lids  fent. 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went, 
Wliile  honour,  hand-maid,  late  alTign'd, 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awe-Rruck,  the  much-admiring  crowd 
Before  the  \ii-gin  vifion  bow'd, 
Gaz'd  with  an  ever-new  delight... 
And  caught  freih  virtues  at  the  fight : 
For  not  of  earth's  unequal  frame 
They  deem'd  the  heav'n-ccmpounded  Dame, 
L^  matter,  fure  the  mOil  refin'd. 
High  wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind. 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day. 
And  body'd  by  her  native  ray. 

Where-e'er  ihe  paifes,  thoufandi  bend. 
And  thoufands,  where  fhe  moves,  attend  ; 
Her  ways  obfervant  eyes  confefs. 
Her  fteps  purfuing  praifes  blefs ; 
Vr'hile  to  the  elevated  Maid 
Gblations,  as  to  heav'n,  are  paid. 

'Twas  on  an  ever-blithfome  day. 
The  jovial  birth  of  rofy  Klay, 
When  genial  warmth,  no  more  fupprefs'd,- 
New-melts  thv*  frofl  in  every  breall. 
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The  cheek  with  fecret  flufhing  dyes. 
And  looks  kind  things  from  chaileft  eyes ; 
The  fun  with  healthier  vifage  glows, 
Afide  his  clouded  kerchief  throws. 
And  dances  up  th'  etherial  plain. 
Where  late  he  us'd  to  climb  with  pain, 
V/hile  Nature,  as  from  bonds  fct  free, 
vSprings  out,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  glee. 

And  now,  for  momentary  reft. 
The  Nymph  her  travel'd  ftep  reprefs'd, 
Juft  turn'd  to  view  the  ftage  attain'd. 
And  glory'd  in  the  height  Ihe  gain'd. 

Out-ftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey. 
The  realms  of  fweet  perdition  lay. 
And  pity  touch'd  her  foul  with  woe. 
To  fee  a  world  fo  loft  below  ; 
When  ftrait  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs,  gently  wafted  from  beneath. 
That  bore  commiffion'd  witchcraft  thence. 
And  reach'd  her  fympathy  of  fenfc  ; 
No  founds  of  difcord,  that  difclofe 
A  people  funk,  and  loft  in  woes. 
But  as  of  prefent  good  poflefs'd, 
The  very  triumph  of  the  blefs'd. 
The  Maid  in  wrapt  attention  hung. 
While  thus  approaciiing  Sirens  fung. 

Hither,  faireft,  hitlicr  hafte, 
Brighteft  beauty,  come  and  tafte 
What  the  pow'rs  of  blifs  unfold, 
Joys,  too  mighty  to  be  told; 
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Tafle  what  extafies  they  give, 

Dying  raptures  tafte,  and  live. 
In  thy  lap,  difdaining  meafure* 

Nature  empties  all  her  treafure. 

Soft  defires,  that  fweetly  languifh. 

Fierce  delights,  that  rife  to  anguilh  ; 

Fairell:,  doil:  thou  yet  delay  ? 

Brightefl  beauty,  come  away. 
Lift  not,  when  the  froward  chide* 

Sons  of  pedantry,  and  pride, 

Snarlers,  to  wliofe  feeble  fenfe 

April  funlhine  is  offence ; 

Age  and  envy  will  advife 

Ev'n  againft  the  joy  they  prize. 
Come,  in  pleasure's  balmy  bowl 

Slake  the  thirftings  of  thy  foul, 

'Till  thy  raptur'd  pow'rs  are  fainting 

With  enjoyment,  paft  the  painting  ; 

Faireft,  doft'  thou  yet  delay  ? 

Brighteli  beauty,  come  away. 

So  fung  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore. 
Upon  the  falfe  Aufonian  Ihore  ; 
And,  O  !  for  that  preventing  chain> 
That  bound  UlyiTes  on  the  main. 
That  fo  our  Fair- One  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin,  novv'  at  hand. 

The  fong  her  charm'd  attention  drew> 
When  now  the  tempters  ftood  in  view  ; 
Curiofity  with  prying  eyes. 
And  hands  of  bufy,  bold  emprlfe  ; 

I    :;  Like 
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.Like  Hermes,  feather'd  were  her  feet. 
And,  like  fore-running  fancy,  fleet. 
By  fearch  untaught,  by  toil  untir'd. 
To  novelty  llie  Hill  afpir'd, 
Taftelefs  of  every  good  poflefs'd. 
And  but  in  expeflation  blefs'd. 

With  her,  ailbciate,  Pleafure  came. 
Gay  Pleafure,  frolic-loving  dame. 
Her  mien,  all  fwimming  in  delight, 
Her  beauties  half  reveal'd  to  fight ; 
Loofe  fiow'd  her  garments  from  the  ground. 
And  caught  the  killing  winds  around. 
As  eril  Medufa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  beholder.s  into  Hone, 
A  dire  reverfion  here  they  felt. 
And  in  the  eye  of  Pleafure  melt. 
Her  glance  whh  fweet  perfuafion  charm'd, 
Unnerv'd  the  ftrong,  the  {lecl'd  difarm'd  ; 
No  fafcty  ev'n  the  flying  And, 
Who  vcnt'rous,  lock  but  once  behind. 

Thus  was  the  much-admiring  Maid, 
While  diftant,  mere  than  half  betray 'd  : 
With  fmiles,  and  adulation  bland, 
"They  joined  her  fide,  and  feiz'd  her  hand.: 
Their  touch  envcnom*d  f.vects  inftill'd. 
Her  frame  with  new  pulfations  thrill'd. 
While  half  confenting,  half  denying, 
Rclinftant  now,  and  now  complying, 
Amldft  a  v/ar  of  hopes,  and  fears, 
jOf  trcE'blirg  wiihes,  fmlling  tears. 


;ti4i 


FABLES    FOR   THE   LADFES.        ii^ 

Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  Pair 

Compell'd  the  ftruggling,  yielding  Fair. 
As  when  fome  llaiely  vefTel,  bound 

To  blell  Arabia's  diflant  ground. 

Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 

Wliere  Barca'^  flow'ry  clime  invites, 

Conceal'd  aroand  whofe  treach'rous  land. 

Lurk  the  dire  rock,  and  dangerous  Fand  ; 

The  pilot  warns  with  fad  and  oar, 
To  Ihun  the  much-fufpecled  iliore. 

In  vain  ;  the  tide,  too  fubtly  llrong. 
Still  bears  the  wrellling  bark  along, 

'Till  found'ring,  fhe  refigns  to  fate. 
And  fmks  o'^rwhelm'd,  with  all  her  freight. 
So,  bafHing  every  bar  to  fm. 

And  heaven's  own  pilot,  plac'd  within. 
Along  the  devious,  fmooth  defcent. 
With  pow'rs  incre?Jing  as  they  went. 
The  Dames,  accuilom'd  to  fubdue. 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew. 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd 
The  loft,  the  long-reluclant  Maid. 

Here  llop,  ye  fair-ones,  and  beware. 
Nor  fend  your  fond  affeclions  there  ; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  now  deplor'd, 
May  turn,  to  you,  and  heav'n,  reltor'd  ; 
''J  ill  then,  with  weeping  honour  wait, 
1  he  fervant  of  lier  better  fate ; 
V\'hh  honour,  left  upon  tlie  Ihore, 
i-icr  iriend,  and  liandmaici  now  no  more  ; 

^  4  N-^-. 
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Nor,  with  the  guilty  woHd,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch,  betray 'd  ; 
But  o'er  her  failing  call  the  veil, 
Remcmb'ring,  you  yourlelves  are  frail. 

And  now,  from  all-enquiring  light 
Faft  fled  the  confcious  fhades  of  night ; 
The  Damfel,  from  a  fhort  repofe. 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  aiofe. 

As  when,  with  flumb'rous  weight  opprcfs'd. 
Some  wealthy  mifer  finks  to  reft. 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey. 
And  ileal  his  hoard  of  joys  away  ; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  ftreams. 
Of  pear],  and  quarry'd  di'mond  dreams. 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  0';e, 
And  Hands  all  wrapt  amidft  his  ftore. 
But  wakens,  naked,  and  defpoil'd 
Of  that,  for  which  his  years  had  toil'd. 

So  far'd  the  Nymph,  her  treafure  flov/n. 
And  turn'd,  like  Nicbe,  to  ftone  ; 
Within,  without,  obfcure,  and  void. 
She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  deftroy*d. 
And,  O  thou  curs'd,  inlidious  coaft  ! 
Are  thcfe  the  blelfings  thcu  canft  boail  ? 
Thefe,  virtue  !   thefe  the  joys  they  find. 
Who  leave  thv  hcav'n-topt  hills  behind? 
Shade  mc,  ye  pines,  ye  caverns,  hide. 
Ye  mountains,  cover  m.e,  fhe  cry'd  ! 

Her  trumpet  fiander  rais'd  on  high, 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  ft:y,; 

Contempt 
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Contempt  difcharg'd  a  living  dart, 
A  fide-long  viper  to  her  heart  ; 
Reproach  brcath'd  poifons  o'er  her  face. 
And  foil'd,  and  blalied  every  grace  ; 
Officious  fhame,  her  handmaid  new. 
Still  tarn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view; 
While  thofe,  in  crimes  the  dsepefl  dy'd, 
Approach'd,  to  whiten  at  her  fide. 
And  every  lewd,  infulting  dame 
Upon  her  folly  rofe  to  fame. 

What  Ihould  fhe  do  ?  Attempt  once  mors 
To  gain  the  late-dcferted  fhore  ? 
So  trufting,  back  the  Mourner  flew. 
As  fail  the  train  of  fiends  purfue. 

Again  the  farther  fhore 's  attain 'd> 
Again  the  land  of  virtue  gain'd  ; 
But  echo  gathers  in  the  wind. 
And  fhows  her  inftant  foes  behind. 
Amaz'd,  with  headlong  fpeed  ilie  tends. 
Where  late  fhe  left  a  hofl  of  friends  : 
Alas  1   thofe  Ihrinking  friends  decline. 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine  ; 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry. 
And  from  the  lonely  Trembler  Ry, 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coailx 
Where  peace  was  wreck'd,  and  honour  lofl. 

From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain. 
To  heav'n  not  daring  to  complain. 
No  truce  by  hofdle  clamour  giv'n. 
And  from  the  face  of  friendfhip  driv  'n. 
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The  Nymph  funk  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
With  all  her  weight  of  woes  around. 

Enthron'd  within  a  circling  fky. 
Upon  a  mount  o'er  mountains  high. 
All  radiant  fate,  as  in  a  fhrine. 
Virtue,  firft  effluence  divine  ; 
Far,  far  above  the  fcenes  of  woe. 
That  fhut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below  ; 
Superior  goddefs,  effence  bright^ 
iJcauty  of  uncreated  light. 
Whom  ihould  mortality  furvey. 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day. 
The  breath  of  frailty  mull  expire. 
The  Vv'orld  difTolve  in  living  fire. 
The  gems  of  heav'n,  and  folar  flame 
Be  quench'd  by  her  eternal  beam. 
And  nature,  quick'ning  in  her  eye. 
To  rife  a  new-bom  phoenix,  die. 

Hence,  unreveal'd  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  fne  threw. 
Which  three  fad  fifters  of  the  (hade. 
Pain,  care,  and  melancholy,  made. 

Through  tiiis  her  all-enquiring  eye. 
Attentive  from  her  ftation  high. 
Beheld,  abandon'd  to  defpair. 
The  ruin?  of  her  fav'rite  Fair  ; 
And  v/ith  a  voice,  whofe  awful  found 
Appal'd  the  guilty  world  around. 
Bid  the  tumultuous  winds  be  ftill; 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  lift'nine  hill. 
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Uncurl'd  the  furging  of  the  main. 
And  fmooth'd  the  thorny  bed  of  pain ; 
The  golden  harp  of  heav'n  (he  ftrung* 
And  thus  the  tuneful  goddefs  fung. 

Lovely  Penitent,  arife. 
Come,  and  claim  thy  kindred  Ikies  ; 
Come,  thy  fifter-angels  fay. 
Thou  haft  wept  thy  ftains  away- 
Let  experience  now  decide, 
'Twixt  the  good  and  evil  try'd  ; 
In  the  fmooth,  enchanted  ground. 
Say,  unfold  .the  treafures  found. 

Stru6lures,  rais'd  by  morning  dreams. 
Sands,  that  trip  the  flitting  dreams, 
Down,  that  anchors  on  the  air. 
Clouds,  that  paint  their  changes  there. 

Seas,  that  fmoothly  dimpling  lie. 
While  the  ftorm  impends  on  high. 
Showing,'  in  an  obvious  glafs, 
Joys,  that  in  poffeflion  pafs ; 

Tranfient,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 
Flatt'ring,  only  to  betray  ; 
What,  alas,  can  life  contain  ! 
Life,  like  all  its  circles,  vain  ! 

Wiil  the  ftcrk,  intending  reft. 
On  the  billow  build  her  nell  ? 
Will  the  bee  demand  his  ftore 
Prom  the  bleak,  and  bladelefs  fhore  ? 

P\/Ian  alone,  intent  to  ftray. 
Ever  turns  from  wifdom's  way. 

Lays 
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Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land. 
Sows  the  fea,  and  plows  the  fand. 

Soon  this  elemental  mafs. 
Soon  th'  incumb'ring  world  fhall  pafs. 
Form  be  wrapt  in  wailing  fire. 
Time  be  fpent,  and  life  expire. 

Then,  ye  boafted  works  of  men. 
Where  is  your  afylum  then  ? 
Sons  of  pleafure.  Tons  of  care. 
Tell  me,  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 
Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep. 
Like  a  fcepter,  grafp'd  in  fleep. 
Dews,  exhal'd  from  morning  glade?. 
Melting  fnows,  and  gliding  fhades. 

Pafs  the  world,  and  what's  behind  ? 
Virtue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd  ; 
From  an  univerfe  deprav'd. 
From  the  wreck  of  nature  fav'd. 
Like  the  life-fupporting  grain. 
Fruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain. 
On  the  fwain's  autumnal  day, 
Winnow'd  from  the  chaff  away. 

Little  trembler,  fear  no  more. 
Thou  hall  plenteous  crops  in  ftore. 
Seed,  by  genial  forrows  fown. 
More  than  all  thy  fcorners  own. 

What  though  hoftile  earth  defpife, 
Heav'n  beholds  with  gentler  eyes  ; 
Heav'n  thy  friendlcfs  fteps  fhall  guide, 
Chear  thy  hours,  and  guard  thy  fide. 
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When  the  fatal  trump  (hall  found. 
When  th*  immortals  pour  around, 
Heav'n  fhall  thy  return  atteft, 
Hail'd  by  myriads  of  the  blefs'd. 

Little  native  of  the  fkies. 
Lovely  penitent,  arife. 
Calm  thy  bofom,  clear  thy  brow. 
Virtue  is  thy  filler  now. 

More  delightful  are  my  woes. 
Than  the  rapture,  pleafure  knows ; 
Richer  far  the  weeds  I  bring. 
Than  the  robes,  that  grace  a  king. 

On  my  wars,  of  ihorteft  date, 
CrovvTis  of  endlef^  triumphs  wait; 
On  my  cares,  a  period  blefs'd ; 
On  my  toils,  eternal  reft. 

Come,  with  virtue  at  thy  fide. 
Come,  be  every  bar  defy'd, 
'Till  we  gain  our  native  Ihore, 
Sifter,  come,  and  turn  no  more. 


FABLE 
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FABLE      XVI. 

LOVE,     and     V  A  N  I  T  Y. 

THE  breezy  morning  breath 'd  perfume. 
The  wak'ning  flow'rs  unveil'd  their  bloom... 
Up  witii  the  fun,  from  ihort  rcpole. 
Gay  healtli,  and  lufty  labour  rofe. 
The  milkmaid  carol'd  at  her  pail. 
And  fhepherds  whirled  o'er  the  dale  ;. 
When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life,  • 
Remote  from  bulile,  ftate,  and  llrife. 
Forth  from  his  tJiatch'd-roof  cottage  ftray'd,- 
And  ftroll'd  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  Nymph,  who  lightly  tript  it  by. 
To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye  ; 
He  mark'd  the  gefture  of  the  Fair, 
Her  felf-fufficient  grace,  and  air. 
Her  fleps,  that  mincing  meant  to  pleafe,- 
Hcr  lludy'd  negligence,  and  eafe  ; 
And,  curious  to  enquire  what  meant 
This  thing  of  prettinefs,  and  paint. 
Approaching  fpoke,  and  bow'd  obfervant  ,; 
The  Lady,  flightly,---Sir,  your  fervant. 

Such  beauty  in  fo  rude  a  place  ! 
Fair- one,  you  do  the  country  grace  ; 
At  court,  no  doubt,  the  pubHc  care, 
}Jut  Love  has  fniall  acquaintance  there. 
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Yes,  Sir,  reply'd  the  flutt'ring  Dame, 

This  form  confefTes  whence  it  came  ; 

But  dear  variety,  you  know. 

Can  make  us  pride,  and  pomp  forego^ 

My  name  is  Vanity.     I  fway 

The  utmoll  iflands  of  the  fea  ; 

Within  my  court  all  honour  centers, 

I  raife  the  meaneft  foul  that  enters. 

Endow  with  latent  gifts,  and  graces^ 

And  model  fools  for  pofts  and  places. 
As  Vanity  appoints  at  pleafure. 

The  world  receives  its  weight,  and  meafure  ; 

Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life, 

Joys,  cares>  plagues,  paffions,  peace  and  Urife^ 
Refied  how  far  my  pow'r  prevails. 

When  I  Itep  in,  where  nature  fails. 

And  every  breach  of  fenfe  repairing. 

Am  bounteous  ftill,  where  heav'n  is  fparing* 

But  chief  in  all  their  arts,  and  airs. 
Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  pray'rs,. 
Their  various  habits,  and  complexions. 
Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfedions. 
Their  robeing^  curling,  and  adorning. 
From  noon  to  night,  from  night  to  morning*. 
From  fix  to  fixty,  fick,  or  found, 
I  rule  the  female  world  around. 

Hold  there  a  moment,  Cupid  cry'd. 
Nor  boaft  dominion  quite  fo  wide ; 
Was  there  no  province  to  invade. 
But  that  by  love,  and  meeknefs  fway'd? 

All 
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All  other  empire  I  rciign. 

But  be  the  fphere  of  beauty  mine. 

For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  reft. 
That  opens  on  a  woman's  breall. 
Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
I  chufe  to  live,  and  chufc  to  reign. 
Far-fighted  faith  I  bring  along. 
And  truth,  above  an  army  ftrong. 
And  chaility,  of  icy  mould. 
Within  the  burning  tropics  cold. 
And  iowlinefs,  to  whofe  mild  brow 
The  pow'r  and  pride  of  nations  bow. 
And  m.odefty,  with  downcall  eye. 
That  lends  the  morn  her  virgin  dye. 
And  innocence,  array'd  in  light. 
And  honour,  as  a  tow'r  upright ; 
With  fvveetly  winning  graces,  more 
Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore. 
In  unaffected  conduft  fr&e, 
All  fmiling  fillers,  three  times  three. 
And  rofy  peace,  the  cherub  blefs'd. 
That  nightly  fmgs  us  all  to  reft. 

Hence,  from  the  bud  of  nature's  prime;, 
From  the  firft  ftep  of  infant  time. 
Woman,  the  world's  appointed  light, 
Kas  ikirted  every  fhade  with  white ; 
Has  ftood  for  imitation  high. 
To  every  heart,  and  every  eye  ; 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown. 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  ; 
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To  time  afnx'd  perpetual  youth. 

And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and- truth.. 

Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan. 
She  moulds  the  efTence  of  a  man. 
Tempers  his  mafs,  his  genius  fires. 
And,  as  a  better  foul,  infpires. 

The  rude  ihe  foftens,  warms  the  cold,. 
Exalts  the  meek,  and  checks  the  bold. 
Calls  floth  from  his  fupine  repofe, 
V/ithin  the  coward's  bofom  glo\^s, 
Of  pride  unplumes  the  lofty  creit. 
Bids  balhful  merit  Hand  confefs'd. 
And  like  coarfe  metal  from  the  mines,, 
Collefls,  irradiates,  and  refin&s. 

The  gentle  fcience,  fhe  im-parts. 
All  manners  fmooths,  informs  all  hearts ; 
From  her  fweet  influence  are  felt 
Paffions  that  pleafe,  and  thoughts  that  raelc ; 
To  llorm.y  rage  fne  bids  controul. 
And  fmks  ferenely  on  the  foul ; 
Softens  Deucalion's  fiinty  race^ 
And  tunes  the  wr.rring  world  to  peace. 

Thus  arm'd  to  all  that's  light,  and  v^iin. 
And  freed  from  thy  fantalHc  chain. 
She  fills  the  fphere,  by  heav'n  afTign'd, 
And  rul'd  by  me,  o'er-rules  mankind. 

He  fpoke.     The  Nymph  im.patient  flood. 
And  laughing,  thus  her  fpeech  renew'd. 

And  pray.  Sir,  may  I  be  fo  bold 
To  hope  your  pretty  lak  is  told  r 

Vql,  LXV.  }^  Af\4.,. 
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And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil. 
What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? 
Upon  my  word,  chefe  high-fiown  fancies 
Shew  depth  of  learning-— in  romances. 
Why,  what  unfalhion'd  fluff  you  tell  us. 
Of  buckram  dames,  and  tiptoe  fellows ! 
Go,  child  ;  and  when  you're  grown  maturer^, 
You'll  ihiOOt  your  next  opinion  furer. 

O  fuch  a  pretty  knack  at  painting  ! 
And  all  for  foft'ning,  and  for  fainting  ! 
Guefs  now,  who  can,  a  fmgle  feature. 
Through  the  whole  piece  of  female  nalure  ! 
Then  mark  !  my  loofer  hand  may  fit 
The  lines,  too  coarfe  for  Love  to  hit. 

'Tis  faid  that  woman,  p?one  to  changing,^. 
Through  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging. 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding. 
No  reafon,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding. 
Is  like  the  comet's  v/and'ring  light. 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright, 
Tracklefs,  and  ihifting  as  the  wind, 
A  fea,  whofe  fathom  none  can  find, 
A  moon,  fHll  changing,  and  revolving, 
A  riddle,  pall  all  human  folving, 
A  blifs,  a  plague,  a  heav'n,  a  hell, 

A fomething,  which  no  man  can  tell. 

Now  learn  a  fecret  from  a  friend. 
But  keep  your  counfel,  and  attend. 

Though  in  their  tempers  thought  fo  diilant. 
Nor  with  th^ir  fsx,  nor  fcives  confiilent. 


'Tis 
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Tis  but  the  difF'rence  of  a  name. 

And  every  woman  is  the  fame. 

For  as  the  world,  however  vary'd. 

And  through  unnumber'd  changes  carry 'd^. 

Of  elemental  modes,  and  forms. 

Clouds,  m.eteors,  colours,  calms,  and  ilorms^  . 

Though  in  a  thoufand  fuits  array'd,  . 

Is  of  one  fubje(fl  matter  made  ; 

So,  Sir,  a  woman's  confdtution. 

The  world's  enigma,  finds  folution, . 

And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 

I  am  the  fubjeft  effence  Hill. 

With- the  firft  fpark  of  female  fenfe. 
The  fpeck  of  being,  I  comm.ence. 
Within  the  womb  make  freih  advances. 
And  dictate  future  qualms,  and  fancies ;  ; 
Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand. 
With  childhood  travel  hand  in  hand. 
And  give  a  taile  to  all  their  joys. 
In  gewgaws,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noife. 

And  now,  familiar,  and  unaw'd, 
I  fend  the  flutt'ring  foul  abroad  ; 
Prais'd  for  her  (hape,  her  face,  her  mien^. 
The  little  goddefs,  and  the  queen 
Takes  at  her  infant  flirine  oblation. 
And  drinks  fweet  draughts  of  adulation.  . 

Now  blooming,  tall,  eredl,  and  fair,  . 
To  drefs,  becomes  her  darling  care  ; 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  I  bound, 
I  fv/ell  the  hoop's  enchanted" rcund,. . 

K  2  -  Shrink 
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Shrink  in  the  waift's  defcending  fize, 

Heav'd  in  the  fnowy  bofom,  rife. 

High  on  the  floating  lappet  fail. 

Or  curl'd  in  trefles,  kiis  the  gale. 

Then  to  her  glafs  I  lead  the  fair. 

And  lliew  the  lovely  idol  there. 

Where,  ilruck  as  by  divine  emotion,- 

She  bows  with  molt  fincere  devotion. 

And  numb'ring  every  beauty  o'er. 

In  fecret  bids  the  world  adore. 

Then  all  for  parking,  and  parading. 
Coquetting,  dancing,  mafquerading. 
For  bails,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds  what  paffion  t' 
And  churches,  fometimes— if  the  fafhion  ; 
For  woman's  fenfe  of  right,  and  wrong. 
Is  rul'd  by  the  almighty  throng  ; 
Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame. 
And  fwims  the  ftraw  of  every  ftream.- 
Her  foul  intrinfic  worth  rejefts, 
Accomplilh'd  only  in  defects. 
Such  excellence  is  her  ambition. 
Folly,  her  v/ifell:  acquifition. 
And  ev'n  from  pity,  and  difdain. 
She'll  cull  fome  rcafon  to  be  vain. 

Thus,  Sir,  from  every  form  and  feature. 
The  wealth,  and  wants  of  f.  male  nature. 
And  ev'n  from  vice,  which  you'd  admire,. 
1  gather  fewel  to  my  fire. 
And  on  the  very  bafe  of  fhame 
Erecl  my  monument  of  fame.. 
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Let  me  another  truth  attempt. 
Of  which  your  godfhip  has  not  dreamt. 

Thofe  fhining  viftues,  which  you  mufteri 
Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  luftre  ? 
From  native  honour,  and  devotion  ? 

0  yes,  a  mighty  likely  notion  ! 

Trufl:  me,  from  titled  dames  to  fpinners, 

'Tis  I  make  faints,  whoe'er  makes  fmners  ; 

'Tis  I  inftrucl  them  to  withdraw. 

And  hold  prefumptuous  man  in  awe  ; 

For  female  worth,  as  I  infpire. 

In  jufi  degrees,  llill  mounts  the  higher. 

And  virtue,  fo  extrem.ely  nice. 

Demands  long  toil,  and  mighty  price ; 

Like  Sampfon's  pillars,  Sx'd  elate,  ,* 

1  bear  the  fex's  tott'ring  ilate  ; 

Sap  thefe,  and  in  a  moment's  fpace, 
Down  finks  the  fabric  to  its  bafe. 

Alike  from  titles,  and  from  toys* 
I  fpring,  the  fount  of  female  joys  j 
In  every  widow,  wife,  and  mifs. 
The  foie  artificer  of  blifs. 
For  them  each  tropic  I  explore  ; 
I  cleave  the  fand  of  every  fhore  ; 
To  them  uniting  Indias  fail, 
Sabcsa  breathes  her  farthefl:  gale  ; 
For  them  the  bullion  I  refine. 
Dig  fenfc  and  virtue  from  the  mine. 
And  from  the  bowels  of  invention. 
Spin  out  tiie  various  arts  you  mention.- 

K  3  Nor 
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Nor  blifs  alone  my  pow'rs  bertow. 

They  hold  theJbv'reign  balm  of  woe; 
.  Beyond  the  Stoic's  boafted  art, 

I  foothe  the  heavings  of  the  heart ; 

To  pain  give  fplendor,  and  relief, 
.  And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  grief. 
Alike  the  palace,  and  the  plain 

Admit  the  gkries  of  my  reign  ; 

Through  every  age,  in  every  nation, 

Tafte,  talents,  tempers,  fcate,  and  ftation. 

What  e'er  a  woman  fays,  I  fay  ; 

Whate'er  a  woman  fpends,  I  pay  ; 

Alike  I  fill,  and  empty  bags. 

Flutter  in  finery,  and  rags. 

With  light  coquets  through  folly  range. 

And  with  the  prude  difdain  to  change. 
And  now  you'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  I, 

That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply- -- 

But  foft,  and  while  I'm  in  the  mood. 

Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude. 

Their  utmoU  mazes  to  unravel. 

And  touch  the  fartheu  ftep  they  travel. 
When  every  pleafure's  run  a-ground. 

And  folly  tir'd  through-  many  a  round  ; 
'  The  nymph,  conceiving  difcontent  hence. 

May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance. 

And  vapours,  fhed  in  pious  m.oifturc, 

Difmifs  her  to  a  church,  or  cloyfrer ; 

Then  on  I  ler^d  her,  with  devotion 
vConfpicuoiis  in  her  drefsj  and  motions 
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Inipire  the  heav'nly-breathing  air, 
Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  pray'r. 
Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 
Look  melting  harmony,  and  grace. 

Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  pow'r. 
Nor  quits  her  in  her  lateft  hour  ; 
The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  fpread. 
In  form  recline  her  languid  head. 
Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death. 
And  part  not,  with  her  parting  breathy 
Then  do  I  fet,  in  order  bright, 
A  length  of  funeral  pomp  to  fight. 
The  glitt'ring  tapers,  and  attire. 
The  plumes,  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier  9 
And  laft,  prefenting  to  her  eye 
Angelic  fineries  on  higli. 
To  fcenes  of  painted  blifs  I  waft  her. 
And  form  the  heav'n  (he  hopes  hereafter. 

In  truth,  rejoin'd  Love's  gentle  God, 
You've  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road. 
And  ftrange,  in  all  the  toilfome  way. 
No  houfe  of  kind  refrefnnient  h'/t 
No  nymp'i,  v^hofe  virtues  might  have  tempt;;d 
To  hold  her  from  her  fex  exempted. 

For  one,  v/e'li  never  quarrel,  man  j 
Take  her,  and  keep  her,  if  you  can  ; 
And  pleas'd  I  yield  to  your  petiiion, 
Since  every  fair,  by  fuch  permifTion, 
Will  hold  hcrfilf  the  one  feleaed. 
And  i'o  my  fyflcm  ftando  proteded, 

a.  4  O,  dcrS 
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O,  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory. 
To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  llory  I 
The  Godhead  in  his  zeal  return'd. 
And  kindling  at  her  malice  burn'd. 
Then  fvveetly  rais'd  his  voice,  and  told 
-Of  heav'nly  nymphs,  rever'd  of  old.; 
Hypfipile,  who  fav'd  her  lire  ; 
.And  Portia's  love,  approv'd  by  fire. 
Alike  Penelope  was  quoted. 
Nor  laurel'd  Daphne  pafs'  unnoted. 
Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter. 
Nor  fani'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr, 
Alcefte's  voluntary  fteel. 
And  Catherine,  fmiling  on  the  wheel. 

But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviclioa 
Where  cavil  grov\^s  on  contradi(^ion  ? 
Some  file  evades  or  difavows. 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows ; 
A  kind  of  ancient  things,  call'd  fables  I 
And  thus  the  Goddcfs  turn'd  the. tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grev/  high. 
And  choler  ilafh'd  from  either  eye ; 
Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conquefl  of  fo  fair  a  field. 

When  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  Goddefs,  whom  our  grandarnes  knew. 
Of  afpeft  grave,  and  fober  gaite, 
Majellic,  avveful,  and  fedate. 
As  heav'n's  autumnal  eve  ferene, 
yVbcu  not  a  cloud  c'ercalls  the  icene  ; 
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^Once  Prudence  call'd,  a  matron  fam'd. 
And  in  old  Rome,  Cornelia  nam'd. 

Quick  at  a  venture,  both  agree 
To  leave  their  ftrife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  fafts  were  ftated. 
In  form  and  manner  as  related  : 
The  cafe  was  fnort.     They  crav'd  opinion, 
V/hich  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion  ? 
When  thus  the  Goddefs,  anfvvering  mild, 
Tirft  (hook  her  gracious  head,  and  fmil'd. 

Alas,  how  willing  to  comply. 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  1 1 
In  times  of  golden  date,  'tis  true, 
I  fhar'd  the  fickle  fex  with  you. 
But  from  their  prefence  long  precluded. 
Or  held  as  one,  whofe  form  intruded. 
Full  fifty  annual  funs  can  tell. 
Prudence  has  bid  the  fex  farewell. 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do. 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew-; 
For  both.  Hill  biafs'd  in  opinion. 
And  arrogant  of  fole  dominion. 
Were  forc'd  to  hold  the  cafe  compounded. 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rural  fair. 
Of  inexperienc'd  gaite,  and  air. 
Who  ne'er  had  crofs'd  the  neighb 'ring  lake-. 
Nor  feen  the  world  beyond  a  wake. 
With  cambrick  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green. 

Now, 
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Now,  now!   cry'd  Love's  triumphant  Child, 
And  at  approaching  conqueft  fmil'd. 
If  Vanity  will  once  be  guided. 
Our  diff 'rence  may  be  foon  decided  : 
Behold  yon  wench  ;  a  fie  occafion 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  perfuafion. 
Go  you,  while  I  retire  aloof. 
Go,  put  thofe  boafted  pow'rs  to  proof; 
And  if  your  p-evalence  of  art 
Tranfcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  conteft  o'er. 
And  ne'er  will  boaft  my  empire  more. 

At  once,  fo  faid,  and  fo  confented  ; 
And  well  our  Goddefs  feem'd  contented; 
Nor  paufmg,  made  a  moment's  ftand. 
But  tript,  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Mean  while  the  Godhead,  unalarm'd. 
As  one  to  each  occafion  arm'd. 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cuU'd  a  dart. 
That  erft  had  wounded  many  a  -heart ; 
Then,  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head  ; 
The  bow-ftring  twang'd,  the  arrow  fled. 
And,  to  herYecret  foul  addrefs'd, 
Transfix'd  the  whitenefs  of  her  breail:. 

But  here  the  Dame,  whofe  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fair, 
.  At  once  her  pocket  mirror  drew. 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view ; 
-As  quickly,  rang'd  in  order  bright, 
A  thoufand  beauties  rulli  to  fight ; 

A  worl4 
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'A  world  of  charms,  till  now  unknown, 
A  world,  reveal'd  to  her  alone  : 
Enraptur'd  Hands  the  love-fick  maid, 
Sufpendcd  o'er  the  darling  iTiade, 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire. 
And  centers  every  fond  defire. 
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A 

HYMN    to    POVERTY, 

O  POVERTY  !  thou  fource  of  human  art. 
Thou  great  infpirer  of  the  poet's  fong ! 
In  vain  Apollo  diftates,  and  the  Nine 
Attend  in  vain,  unlefs  thy  mighty  hand 
Diredl  the  tuneful  lyre.     Without  thy  aid 
The  canvas  breathes  no  longer.     Mufic's  charms, 
Uninfluenc'd  by  thee,  forget  to  pleafe  ; 
Thou  giv'il  the  organ  found  ;  by  thee  the  flute 
Breathes  harmony  ;  the  tuneful  viol  owns 
Thy  pov/'rful  touch.     The  warbling  voice  is  thine  : 
Thou  gav'ft  to  Nicolini  every  grace. 
And  every  charm  to  Farinelli's  fong. 
By  thee  the  lawyer  pleads.     The  foldier's  arm 
Is  nerv'd  by  thee.     Thy  povv^'r  the  gown-man  feels. 
And,  urg'd  by  thee,  unfolds  heav'n's  myftic  truths. 
The  haughty  fair,  that  fw^ells  with  proud  difdain. 
And  fmiles  at  mifchiefs,  which  her  eyes  have  made. 
Thou  humbleil  to  fubmit  and  blefs  mankind. 
Hail,  Pow'r  omnipotent !   Me  uninvok'd 
Thou  deign' il  to  viiit,  far,  alas !  unfit 

T» 
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To  bear  thy  awful  prcfence.     O,  retire  ! 
At  diilance  let  me  view  thee  ;  left  too  nigh, 
I  fink  beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  face ! 


THE 

LOVER     and     the     F  Pv  I  E  N  D. 

TKOU,  for  whom  my  lyre  I  firing, 
Of  whom  I  fpeak,  and  think,  and  fmg  ! 
Thou  conftant  obje(a  of  my  joys, 
Whofe  fweetnefs  every  wifh  emplo}^s ! 
Thou  deareil  of  thy  fex  attend. 
And  hear  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Fear  not  the  poet's  flatt'ring  flrain .;  . 
No  idle  praife  my  verfe  Ihall  ilain  j 
The  lowly  numbers  iliall  impart 
The  faithful  didates  of  my  heart. 
Nor  humble  modeHy  offend. 
And  part  the  Lover  from  the  Friend... 

Not  jdiflant  is  the  cruel  day. 
That  tears  me  from  my  hopes  away  ;•, 
Then  frown  not,  fairell,  if  I  try 
To  fleal  the  moiflure  from  your  eye,  . 
Or  force  your  heart  a  figh  to  fend. 
To  mourn  the  Lover  and  the  Friend.  . 


Ko 
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No  perfeft  joy  my  life  e'er  knew, 
"But  what  arofe  from  love  and  you  ^ 
Nor  can  I  fear  another  pain 
Than  your  unkindnefs,  or  difdain  : 
Then  let  your  looks  their  pity  lend^,.. 
To  cheer  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Whole  years  I  llrove  againft  the  flamcj 
And  fuffer'd  ills,  that  want  a.  name , 
Yet  ftill  the  painful  fecret  kept. 
And  to  myfelf  in  filence  wept ; 
Till  grown  unable  to  contend, 
I  own'd  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

I  faw  you  fdll.     Your  gen'rous  heart 
In  all  my  ibrrows  bore  a  part ; 
Yet  while  your  eyes  with  pity  glow'd. 
No  words  of  hope  your  tongue  beftow'd. 
But  mildly  bid  me  ceafe  to  blend 
The  name  of  Lever  with  the  Friend. 

Sick  v/ith  defire,  and  mad  with  pain, 
I  feek  for  happinefs  in  vain  : 
Thou  lovely  maid,  to  thee  I  cry. 
Heal  me  with  kindnefs,  or  I  die  ! 
From  fad  defpair  my  foul  defend. 
And  fix  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Curs'cl 
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Curs'd  be  all  wealth  that  can  dellroy 
My  utmoll  hope  of  earthly  joy  1 
Thy  gifts,  O  Fortune  !  I  refign. 
Let  her  and  poverty  be  mine  ! 
And  every  year  that  life  fhall  lend. 
Shall  blefs  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

In  vain,  alas !  in  vain  I  ilrivc 
To  keep  a  dying  hope  alive  ; 
The  laft  fad  remedy  remains, 
'Tis  abfence  that  muft  heal  my  pains. 
Thy  image  from  my  bofom  rend. 
And  force  the  Lover  from  the  Friend. 

"\''ain  thought !  though  feas  between  us  rollj 
Thy  love  is  rooted  in  my  foul ; 
The  vital  blood  that  warms  my  heart 
With  thy  idea  muft  depart. 
And  death's  decifive  ftroke  muft  jend 
At  once  the  Lover  and  the  Friend,. 


SONGS.,. 
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SONG    the     FIRST. 


I. 

THUS  I  faid  to  my  heart,  in  a  pet  t'other  day, 
1  had  rather  be  hang'd  than  go  moping  this  way  j 
No  throbbings,  no  wiihes  your  moments  employ. 
But  you  fl^ep  in  my  breaft  without  motion  or  joy. 

II. 
When  Cloe  perplex'd  me  'twas  Tweeter  by  half. 
And  at  I'hais's  wiles  I  could  often-times  laugh  ; 
Your  burnings  and  akings  I  ftrcve  net  to  cure. 
Though  one  was  a  jilt,  and  the  other  a  whore. 

III. 

When  I  walk'd  up  the  Mall,  or  ftroH'd  thro'  the  ftreet. 
Not  a  petticoat  brufa'd  me,  but  then  you  could  beat. 
Or  if  bang  went  the  hoop  againft  corner  or  poll. 
In  the  magical  round  you  were  fare  to  be  loil. 

^^OL.  LXV.  L  IV.  But 
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IV. 

But  now  if  a  nymph  goes  as  naked  as  Eve, 
Like  Adam,  unfallen,  you  never  perceive  ; 
Or  the  feat  of  delight  if  the  tippet  fhould  hldcj 
You  tempt  not  my  fingers  to  draw  it  afide. 

V. 

Is  it  caution,  or  dread,  or  the  froft  of  old  age. 
That  inclines  you  with  beauty  no  more  to  engage  ? 
Tell  me  quickly  the  caufe,  for  it  makes  me  quite  mad. 
In  the  fummer's  gay  fcafon  to  fee  you  fo  fad. 

VI. 
Have  a  care>  quoth  my  heart,  how  you  tempt  me  to  flray  ; 

He  that  hunts  down  a  woman,  muft  run  a  d d  way  : 

Like  a  hare  (he  can  wind,  or  hold  out  with  the  fox. 
And,  fecure  in  the  chace,  her  purfuers  ihe  mocks. 

VII. 
For  Cloe  I  burnt  with  an  innocent  flame. 
And  beat  to  the  mufic  that  breatli'd  out  her  name ; 
Three  fummers  flew  over  the  cafJcs  I  built. 
And  beheld  m.e  a  fool,  and  my  goddefs  a  jilt. 

VIII. 

Next  Thais,  the  wanton,  my  wiflics  cmploy'd. 
And  the  kind  one  repair'd  what  the  cruel  deflrov'd  : 
Like  Shadrach,  I  liv'd  in  a  furnace  of  fire. 
Hut,  unlike  him,  was  fcorch'd,  and  compelled  to  retire. 

JX.  Recruited 
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IX. 

Recruited  cncc  more,  I  forgot  all  my  pain. 
And  was  jilted,  and  burnt,  and  bedevil'd  again  ; 
Not  a  petticoat  fring'd,  or  the  heel  of  a  fhoe. 
Ever  pafs'd  you  by  day-light;,  but  at  it  I  flew, 

X. 

Thus  jilted,  and  wounded,  and  burnt  to  a  coal,. 
For  reft  I  retreated  again  to  be  whole ; 
But  your  eyes,  ever  open  to  lead  me  aftray. 
Have  beheld  a  new  face,  and  command  me  away. 

XL 
But  remember,  in  whatever  flames  I  m.ay  burn, 
'Twill  be  folly  to  afii  for,  or  wiih  my  return  : 
Neither  Thais,  nor  Cloe,  again  Ihall  enflam.e. 
But  a  nymph  more  provoking  than  all  you  can  name. 

XII. 

This  faid,  with  a  bound  from  m.y  bofom  he  flew  ; 
Q,  Phillis  !  thefe  eyes  faw  him  poiHng  to  you ; 
Enflav'd  by  your  wit,  he  grows  fond  of  his  chain^ 
And  vows  I  fnall  never  poffefs  him  again. 


L  2  SONG 
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SONG     the    SECOND. 

Collin. 
E  fHlI,  O  ye  winds,  and  attentive,  ye  fvvains, 
'Tis  Piiebs  invites,  and  replies  to  my  drains  ; 
The  fun  never  rofe  on,  fearch  all  the  world  through, 
A  Piiepherd  (o  bleft,  or  a  fair  one  fo  true. 

P  H  E  B  E. 

Glide  foftly,  ye  ftreams,  O  ye  nymphs,  round  me  throng, 
'Pis  Collin  commands,  and  attends  to  my  fong ; 
Search  all  the  world  over,  you  never  can  find 
A  maiden  fo  blcft,  or  a  fiiepherd  fo  kind. 

B  o  T  H . 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year. 
The  fweetell  of  blefTmgs  that  life  can  endear ; 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away. 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

Colli n . 
With  Phebe  befide  me,  the  feafons  how  gay  ! 
Then  Winter's  bleak  months  fcem  as  pleafant  as  IMay  ; 
The  Summer's  g^y  verdure  fprings  ftill  as  fhe  treads. 
And  linnets  and  nightingales  fmg  through  the  meads. 

Phebe. 
When  Collin  is  abfent  'tis  Winter  all  round. 
How  faint  is  the  funihine,  how  barren  the  ground  ! 
3nllead  of  the  linnet  and  nightingale's  fong, 
1  hear  the  hoarfe  raven  croak  all  the  day  long. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  ^^c. 

Co  L  L  I  N. 
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Colli n . 
O'er  hill,  dale  and  valley  my  Phebe  and  I 
Together  will  wander,  and  love  fhall  be  by  : 
Her  Collin  (hall  guard  her  fafe  all  the  long  day. 
And  Phebe  at  night  all  his  pains  fhall  repay. 

Phebe. 
By  moonlight,  vv'hen  fhadows  glide  over  the  plain. 
His  kiflcs  fnall  chear  me,  his  arm  ihall  fullain  ; 
The  dark  haunted  grove  I  can  trace  without  fear. 
Or  fleep  in  a  church-yard,  if  Collin  is  near. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  ]ike  the  fun,  &c. 

Collin. 
Ye  fnepherds  that  wanton  it  over  the  plain. 
How  fleeting  your  tranfports,  how  lafting  your  pain  ! 
Inconftancy  ihun,  and  reward  the  kind  fhe. 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Phebe  and  me. 

Phebe. 
Ye  nymphs,  who  the  pleafures  of  love  never  try'd. 
Attend  to  m.y  llrains,  and  take  me  for  your  guide  ; 
Your  Jiearts  keep  from  pride  and  inccnilancy  free. 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Collin  and  me. 

3  o  T  H  . 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year. 
The  Aveeteil  of  bleiTings  that  life  can  endear  ; 
Our  pleafures  it  brig'itens,  drives  forrcv/  away. 
Gives  joy  to  ths  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

L  1?  SON  O 
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SONG    the    THIRD. 

I. 

S  Phillls  the  gay,  at  the  break  of  the  day. 
Went  forth  to  the  meadows  a  maying, 
A  clown  lay  aflecp  by  a  river  fo  deep. 
That  round  in  meanders  was  lliTiying. 
11. 
Kis  bofom  was  bare,  and  for  whitenefs  fo  rare. 

Her  heart  it  was  gone  without  warning. 
With  cheeks  of  fuch  hue,  that  the  rofe  wet  with  dew. 
Ne'er  look'd  half  fo  frefh  in  a  morning. 
III. 
She  cull'd  the  new  hay,  and  down  by  him  fhe  lay. 

Her  vvifhcs  too  warm  for  difguifmg  ; 
She  play'd  with  his  eyes,  till  he  wak'd  in  furprize. 
And  blufli'd  like  the  fun  at  his  rifmg. 
IV.  . 
•  She  fung  him  a  fong,  as  he  leant  on  his  prong. 

And  refted  her  arm  on  his  fnoulder  ; 
She  prefs'd  his  coy  cheek  to  her  bofom  fo  llcek. 
And  tauo^ht  his  iv/o  arms  to  infold  her. 

v. 

The  ruflic  grown  kind,  by  a  kifs  told  his' mind. 
And  call'd  her  his  dear  and  his  bleffing  : 

Together  they  Ibay'd,  and  fung,  frolick'd,  and  play'd, 
.And  wjiai  they  did  more  there's  no  gucfiing. 

SONG 
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SONG    the    F  O  U  R  T  H. 

He. 
E  T  rakes  for  pleafure  range  the  town. 
Or  mifers  doat  on  golden  guineas. 
Let  plenty  fmile,  or  fortune  frown, 

The  Tweets  ci  love  are  mine  and  Jenny's. 

She. 
•Let  wanton  maids  indulge  deilre, 

How  foon  th^  fleeting  pleafure  gone  is  ! 
The  joys  of  virtue  never  tire. 

And  fuch  fhall  itill  be  mine  and  Jchnny'i. 

B  0  T  H  . 

Together  let  us  fport  and  play. 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fm  is  ; 
The  prieit  fhall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

He. 
Let  roving  fwains  young  hearts  invade> 

The  pleafure  ends  in  fiiam.e  and  folly  ; 
So  Willy  woo'd,  and  then  betray'd 

The  poor,  believing,  fimple  Molly. 

SlI  E. 

So  Lucy  lov'd,  and  lightly  toy'd> 

And  laugh'd  at  harmlefs  maids  who  marry  ; 

But  now  fhe  finds  her  fliephcrd  cloy'd. 
And  chides  loo  late  her  falthlefs  Harry. 

L  4  Both 
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Both. 
But  we'll  together  fport  and  play. 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fm  is ; 
The  prieft  fhall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 
He. 
By  cooling  flreams  our  flocks  we'll  feed. 

And  leave  deceit  to  knaves  and  ninnies  ; 
Or  fondly  flray  where  love  Ihall  lead. 

And  every  joy  be  mine  and  Jenny's. 
She. 
Let  guilt  the  faithlefs  bofom  fright. 

The  conllant  heart  is  always  bonny ; 
Content,  and  peace,  and  fweet  delight. 

And  love  ihall  live  with  me  and  Johnny, 

Box  H. 
Together  ftill  we'll  fport  and  play,     • 

And  live  in  pleafure  v/here  no  fm  is  ; 
The  prieii  fhall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 
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SONG     the     FIFTH. 
I. 

STAND  round,  my  brave  boys,  with  heart  and  wiih 
voice. 
And  all  in  full  chorus  agree ; 
We'll  fight  for  our  king,  and  as  loyally  fmg. 
And  let  the  world  know  we'll  be  free. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels  fnall  fly,  as  with  fhouts  we  draw  nigh. 

And  echo  fhall  victory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  reft  on  our  arms. 
And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  1 
II. 
Then  commerce  once  more  ihall  bring  wealth  to  our 
Ihore, 
And  plenty  and  peace  blefs  the  ille  ; 
The  peafant  fhall  quaff  off  his  bowl  with  a  laugh. 
And  reap  the  fvveet  fruits  of  his  toil. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels,  &c. 

III. 
Kind  love  fhall  repay  the  fatigues  of  the  day. 

And  melt  us  to  fofter  alarms ; 
Coy  Phillis  fhall  burn  at  her  foldier's  return. 
And  blefs  the  brave  youth  in  her  arms. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels  fhall  fly,  as  vvith  fhouts  we  draw  nigh. 

And  echo  Ihall  vidlory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  v/e'll  reft  on  our  arms. 
And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  ! 

SONG 
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SONG     the     SIXTH. 

I. 
^"T^  O  make  the  wife  kind,  and  to  keep  the  houfe  ftill, 
JL      You  muft  be  of  her  mind,  let  her  fay  what  Ihe 
will; 
In  all  that  flie  does  you  muft  give  her  her  way. 
For  tell  her  ihe's  wrong,  and  you  lead  her  ailray. 

Chorus. 
Then,  hufhands,  take  care,  of  fufpicion  beware. 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are  ; 
With  confidence  truil  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves. 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfehes. 

II. 
Abroad  all  the  day  if  flie  chufes  to  roam, 
Seempleas'dvv'ith  herabfence,  fne'll  figh  to  come  home  : 
The  man  flie  likes  befl,  and  longs  molt  to  get  at, 
Ee  fure  to  com.mend,  and  Ihe'U  hate  him  for  that. 

Chorus. 
Then,  hufoands,  Szc. 

III. 
What  virtues  fne  has,  you  mav.faf.-ly  oppofe. 
Whatever  her  follies  are,  praife  her  for  tliofe ; 
Applaud  all  her  fchemes  that  flie  lays  for  a  man. 
For  accufe  her  of  vice,  and  ihe'll  fin  if  Ihe  can. 

C  H  o  R  u  s . 
Then,  hufhands,  take  x:are,  of.  fufpicion  beware. 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are  ; 
With  confidence  trull  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves, 
-As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfelves. 

SONG 
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SONG     the     SEVENTH. 

D  A  M  O  N . 

fT  ARK,  hark,  o'er  the  plains  how  ths  merry  bells 
J.         ring, 

Alleep  while  my  charmier  is  laid  ! 
The  village  is  up,  and  tlie  day  on  the  wing. 
And  Phillis  m.ay  yet  die  a  maid. 

P  H  I  L  L  I  s. 

'Tis  hardly  yet  day,  and  I  cannot  away, 

O,  Damon,  I'm  young  and  afraid  ; 
To-morrow,  my  dear.  111  to  church  without  fear. 

But  let  me  to-night  lie  a  maid. 

D  A  M  O  N . 

The  bride-maids  are  met,  and  mamma's  on  the  fret. 

All,  all  my  coy  Phillis  upbraid  ; 
Com.e  open  the  doer,  and  deny  me  no  more. 
Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 
Phillis. 
Dear  fhepherd,  forbear,  and  to-morrow  I  fwea?. 

To-morrow  I'll  not  be  afraid; 
,ril  open  the  door,  and  deny  you  no  more. 
Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 

D  A  M  o  X . 

,No,  no,  Phillis,  no,  on  that  bofom  of  fnow 

To-night  fhall  your  fnepherd  be  laid ; 
By  morning  my  dear  fliall  be  eas'd  of  her  feap. 

Nor  grieve  fue's  no  longer  a  maid. 

Phillis. 
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P  H  I  L  L  I  S. 

Then  open  the  door,  'twas  unbolted  before. 
His  blifs  filly  Damon  delay 'd  ; 

To  church  let  us  go,  and  if  there  I  fay  no, 
O  then  let  me  die  an  old  maid. 


SONG     the    EIGHTH. 

I. 

T.HAT  Jenny's  my  friend,  my  delight,  and  my 
pride, 
I  always  have  boafted,  and  feek  not  to  hide  ; 
}  dwell  on  her  praifes  wherever  I  go. 
They  fay  I'm  in  love,  but  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

II. 

At  ev'ning  oft-times  with  what  pleafure  I  fee 
A  note  from  her  hand,  ''  I'll  be  with  you  at  tea  !'* 
My  heart  how  it  bounds,  when  I  hear  her  below  ! 
But  fay  not  'tis  love,  for  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

III. 

She  fmgs  me  a  fong,  and  I  echo  each  ftrain. 
Again  I  cry,  Jenny  !  fvveet  Jenny,  again  ! 
1  kifs  her  foft  lips,  as  if  there  I  could  grow. 
And  fear  I'm  in  love,  though  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

IV.  She 
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IV. 

She  tells  me  her  faults,  as  Ihe  fits  on  my  knee, 
I  chide  her,  and  fwear  fhe's  an  an^el  to  me  : 
My  fhoulder  fhe  taps,  and  fiill  bids  me  think  fo ; 
Who  knows  but  Ihe  loves,  though  ihe  tells  me  no,  no  ? 

V. 
Yet  fuch  is  my  temper,  fo  dull  am  I  grown, 
J  afk  not  Her  heart,  but  would  conquer  my  own  : 
Her  bofom's  foft  peace  fhall  I  feek  to  o'erthrow. 
And  wilh  to  perfuade,  while  I  anfwer  no,  no  ? 

VI. 
From  beaut}%  and  wit,  and  good-humour,  ah  !  why 
Should  prudence  advife,  and  compel  me  to  fly  ? 
Thy  bounties,  O  Fortune  !  make  hafte  to  bellow. 
And  let  me  deferve  her,  or  ftill  I  fay  no. 


SONG 
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SONG    the    N  I  N  T  fl. 

I. 

YO  U  tell  me  I'm  hand  Tome,  I  know  not  how  true, , 
And  eafy,  and  chatty,  and  good-humour'd  tco  ; 
That  my  lips  are  as  red  as  the  rofe-bud  in  June, 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  fweetly  in  tune  : 
All  this  has  been  told  me  by  uventy  before. 
But  he  that  would  win  me,  mult  flatter  mc  more. 

II. 

If  beauty  from  vlrrae  receiv^e  no  fupply. 

Or  prattle  from  prudence,  how  wanting  am  I  ! 

My  eafe  and  good-humour  fnort  raptures  will  bring, . 

And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  know  but  a  fpring. 

For  charms  fuch  as  thefe  then,  your  praifes  give  o'er. 

To  love  me  for  life,  you  m-ufi  love  me  for  more. 

III.       . 
Then  talk  to  m.e  not  of  a  f.iape  or  an  air. 
For  Cloe,  the  wanton,  can  rival  me  there  : 
'Tis  virtue  alone  that  makes  beauty  look  gay. 
And  brightens  good-hum.our,  as  funihine  the  day  ; . 
For  that  if  you  love  m.e,  your  flame  fliall  be  true. 
And  I,  ill  my  turn,  may  be  taught  to  love  too. 


SONG 
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SONG    the    TENTH. 
I. 

HO  W  bleft  has  my  time  been,  what  days  have  I 
known. 
Since  wedlock's  foft  bondage  m.ade  JefTe  m.y  own ! 
So  joyful  my  heart  is,  (o  eafy  my  chain. 
That  freedom  is  taftelefs,  and  roving  a  pain. 

II. 
Through  walks,  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  we 

lliray,. 
Around  us  our  boys  and  girls  frolic  and  play ; 
How  plealing  their  fport  is  the  wanton  ones  fee^ 
And  borrow  their  looks  from  my  Jeiie  and  me. 

III. 
To  try  her  fweet  temper  fometimes  am  I  feen 
In  revels  all  day  with  the  nym.phs  of  the  green  ; 
Though  painful  my  abfence,  my  doubts  fhe  beguiles. 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  compliance  and  fmiles. 

lY. 
What  though  on  her  cheek  the  rofe  lofes  its  hue. 
Her  eafe  and  good-humour  bloom  all  the  year  through  • 
Time  ilill  as  he  flies  brings  increafe  to  her  truth. 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  iteals  from  her  youth. 

V. 
Ye  fiiepherds  fo  gay,  who  miake  love  to  enfnare. 
And  cheat  with  falfe  vows  the  too  credulous  fair. 
In  fearch  of  true  pleafure  how  vainly  you  roam  1 
To  hold  it  for  life,  you  mull  find  it  at  home. 

SONG 
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SONG     the    ELEVENTH. 

I. 

HARK!  hark !  'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb  1 
Come,  Lucy,  it  cries,  come  away; 
The  grave  of  thy  Collin  has  room. 

To  reft  thee  befide  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  (hepherd,  I  come  ; 

Ye  friends  and  companions,  adieu; 
I  haftc  to  my  Collin's  dark  home. 

To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 
IL 
All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung. 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy  arofe ; 
And  forth  to  the  green-turf  (he  fprung. 

Where  Collin's  pale  afhes  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  night's  chilling  dew, 

Ker  bofom  embrac'd  ths  cold  ground. 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew. 

And  night -ravens  croak'd  all  around. 
III. 
How  long,  my  lov'd  Collin,  ihe  cry'd. 

How  long  muft  thy  Lucy  complain  ? 
How  long  fhall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
For  thee  thy  fond  fhepherdefs  liv'd. 

With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  (he  fly. 
For  thee  has  (he  forrow'd  and  griev'd. 

For  thee  would  Ihe  lie  down  and  die. 

IV.  Alas  ! 
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IV. 

Alas !  w'liat  avails  it  how  dear 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  {wain  ! 
Her  face  like  the  lily  fo  fair. 

And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain  ! 
The  fiiepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone. 

That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  more. 
And  Lucy  forgot  and  alone. 

To  death  fnall  her  Collin  deplore, 

V. 

While  thus  fhe  lay  funk  in  defpair. 

And  mourn*d  to  the  echoes  around, 
Inflam'd  all  at  once  grev/  the  air. 

And  thunder  fhook  dreadful  the  groimd  : 
I  hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey. 

Oh,  Collin,  receive  me,  Ihe  cry'd  ! 
Then  breathing  a  groaa  o'er  his  clay. 

She  hung  on  his  tomb-Rone  and  dv'd. 


Vol.  LXV.  M  SONG 
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SONG    the    T  VV  E  L  F  T  H. 

I. 

FOR  a  fliape  and  a  bloom,  and  an  air  and  a  mienj 
Myrtilla  \vas  brighteft  of  all  the  gay  green  ; 
But  artfully  wild,  and-  affeftedly  coy, 
Thofe  her  beauties  invited,  her  pride  would  dellroy. 

II. 

By  the  flocks  as  fhe  llray'd  with  the  nymphs  of  the  vale. 
Not  a  fliepherd  but  woo'd  her  to  hear  her  foft  tale  ; 
Though  fatal  the  paflion,  (he  laughM  at  the  fwain. 
And  return'd  with  negleft,  what  flie  heard  with  difdain. 

III. 
But  beauty  has  wings  and  too  haftily  flies. 
And  love  unrewarded,  foon  fickens  and  dies. 
The  nymph  cur'd  by  time  of  her  folly  and  prlde^ 
Now  fighs  in  her  turn  for  the  blifs  fhe  denied. 

IV.    ■ 

No  longer  flie  frolicks  it  wide  o'er  the  plain. 
To  kill  with  her  coynefs  the  languifliing  fwain ; 
So  humbled  her  pride  is,  fo  foftened  her  mind. 
That,  though  courted  by  none,  flie  to  all  would  be  kind. 


SONG 
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SONG    the    THIRTEENTH, 

I. 

V[  7  HE  N  Damon  languith'd  at  my  feet,, 
T        And  I  believ'd  him  true. 
The  moments  of  delight  how  fweet ! 

But  ah  !  how  fwift  they  flew  ! 
The  funny  hill,  the  fiow'ry  vale. 

The  garden  and  the  grove. 

Have  ccho'd  to  his  ardent  tale. 

And  vows  of  endlefs  love. 

11. 

The  conquell  gain'd,  he  left  his  prize 

He  left  her  to  complain  ; 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes. 

And  meafure  time  by  pain. 
But  heaven  will  take  the  mourner's  partj. 

In  pity,  to  defpair  ^ 
And  the  laft  figh  that  rends  the  heart,. 

Shall  waft  the  fpirit  there. . 


M2:  THE 
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THE. 

,    N  U  N  ; 

A     CANTATA. 

RECITATIVE, 

OF  Conftance  hcly  legends  tell. 
The  foftefl  filler  of  the  cell ; 
None  fent  to  heav'n  fo  fvveet  a  cry. 
Or  roll'd  at  mafs  fo  bright  an  eye. 
No  wanton  taint  her  bofom  knew. 
Her  hours  in  heav'nly  vifion  flew. 
Her  knees  were  worn  with  midnight  prayVs, 
And  thus  Ihe  breath'd  divinell:  airs. 

A  I  R. 
In  hallow'd  walks,  and  awful  cells. 

Secluded  from  the  light  and  vain. 
The  chafte-ey'd  maid  with  virtue  dwells. 

And  folitudc,  and  filence  reign. 

The  wanton's  voice  is  heard  not  here. 

To  heav'n  the  facred  pile  belongs  ; 
Each  wall  returns  the  whifper'd  pray'r. 

And  echoes  but  to  holy  fongs. 

RE  CI- 
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RECITATIVE. 

Alas,  that  pamper'd  monks  Ihould  dare 
Intrude  where  fainted  veftals  are  ! 
Ah,  Francis  !   Francis  !  well  I  weet 
Thofe  holy  looks  are  all  deceit. 
With  ihame  the  mufe  prolongs  her  tale. 
The  Frieft  was  young,  the  Nun  was  frail. 
Devotion  faulter'd  on  her  tongue. 
Love  tun'd  her  voice,  and  thus  fhe  fung. 

A  I  R. 

Alas,  how  deluded  was  I, 

To  fancy  delights  as  I  did  1 
With  maidens  at  midnight  to  f:gh. 

And  love,  the  fweet  palTion,  forbid  ! 
O,  father  !  my  follies  forgive. 

And  Hill  to  abfolve  m.e  be  nigh  ; 
Your  lefTons  have  taught  me  to  live. 

Come  teach  me,  O  !  teach  me  to  die  1 

To  her  arms  in  a  rapture  he  fprung. 

Her  bofom,  half-naked,  met  his ; 
Tranfported  in  filence  ihe  hung. 

And  melted  away  at  each  kifs. 
Ah,  father  !  expiring  fhe  cry'd. 

With  rapture  I  yield  up  my  breath  ! 
Ah,  daughter  !  he  fondly  reply'd. 

The  righteous  find  comfort  in  death. 


•i>' 
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O      L      O      M      O      N, 

A 

SERENATA: 

SET   TO   MUSIC    BY   DR.  -JBOYCE. 

PART      L 


CHORUS. 

"^EHOLD,  Jerufalem,  thy  king, 

Whofe  praifes  all  the  nations  fing  ! 
To  Solomon  the  Lord  has  giv'n 
All  arts  and  wifdom  under  heav'n : 
For  him  the  tuneful  virgin  throng 
Of  Zion's  daughters  fwell  the  fong  : 
While  young  and  old  their  voices  raife. 
And  wake  the  echoes  with  his  praife. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  From  the  mountains,  lo  !  he  comes, 
Breathing  from  his  lips  perfumes ; 
While  zephyrs  on  his  garments  play, 
•  And  fv/eets  tluough  all  the  air  convey. 

AIR 
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A     I     R. 
Tell  me,  lovely  fhephcrd,  where 
Thou  fecd'ft  at  noon  thy  fleecy  care  ? 
Direft  me  to  the  fwect  retreat. 
That  guards  thee  from  the  mid-day  heat : 
Left  by  the  flocks  I  lonely  ftray. 
Without  a  guide,  and  lofe  my  way  : 
Where  reft  at  noon,  thy  bleating  care, 
Gentle  fliepherd,  tell  me  where  ? 

A     I     R. 

He.  Faireft  of  the  virgin  throng, 

Doft  thou  feek  thy  f^-ain's  abode;  ? 
See  yon  fertile  vale  along 

The  new-worn  path  the  flocks  have  trod : 
Purfue  the  prints  their  feet  have  made, 
And  they  fnall  guide  thee  to  the  fliade. 

RECITATIVE. 
She.   As  the  rich  apple,  ch  whofe  boughs 
Ripe  fruit  with  ftreaky  beauty  glows. 
Excels  the  trees  that  fliade  the  grove. 
So  fliines,  among  his  fex,  my  love. 

A    I     R. 

Beneath  his  ample  fliade  I  lay. 
Defended  from  the  fultry  day  ; 
His  cooling  fruit  my  thirft  afliuag'd. 
And  quench'd  the  fires  that  in  me  rag'd  ; 
'Till  fated  v/ith  the  lufcious  tafte, 
I  rofs  and  bleft  the  (weet  repaft. 

M  4  R  ECl 
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RECITATIVE. 

He.  Who  quits  the  lily's  fleecy  white. 
To  fix  on  meaner  fiow'rs  tlie  fight  ? 
Or  leaves  the  rofe's  Hem  untorn. 
To  crop  the  bloflbm  from  the  thorn  ? 
Unrival'd  thus  thy  beauties  are  ; 
So  lliines  my  love  among  the  fair. 

AIR. 

Balmy  fweetnefs,  ever  flowing. 

From  her  dropping  lips  diflils ; 
Flowers  on  her  checks  are  blowing. 

And  her  voice  with  mufic  thrills. 
Zephyrs  o'er  the  fpices  flying, 

Wafi-ing  fweets  from  every  tree, 
Sick'ning  fenfe  with  odours  cloying. 

Breathe  not  half  fo  fweet  as  Ihe. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  Let  not  my  prince  his  flave  defpife. 
Or  pafs  me  v/ith  unheeding  eyes." 
Becaufe  the  fun's  difcolouring  rays 
Have  chac'd  the  lily  from  my  face. 
My  envious  fiftcrs  faw  my  bloom. 
And  drove  me  from  my  mother's  home ; 
Unfhelter'd  all  the  fcorching  day 
They  made  me  in  their  vineyard  flay. 

A    I    R. 

Ah  Ample  mc  !   my  own,  more  dear, 
M_y  own^  alas  !  wai  not  my  cai-e ; 


Invading 
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Invading  love  the  fences  broke. 
And  tore  the  ckirters  from  the  flock. 
With  eager  grafp  th'^  frait  deftrcy'd. 
Nor  refled,  till  the  ravage  cloy'd. 

A    I     R, 

FIe.  Fair  and  comely  is  my  love. 
And  fcfter  than  the  blae-eyM  dove  ; 
Down  her  neck  the  vv'anton  locks 
Bound  like  the  kids  on  Gilead's  rocks  ; 
Her  teeth  like  flocks  in  beauty  feem. 
New  Ihorn,  and  dropping  from  the  Hream ; 
Her  glowing  lip^  by  fp.r  outvie 
The  plaited  threads  of  fcarlet  dye  ; 
Whene'er  (he  fpeaks  the  accents  wound. 
And  mufic  floats  upon  the  found. 

RECITATIVE. 
She.  Forbear,  O  charming  fwain,  forbear  I 
Thy  voice  enchants  my  lift'ning  ear  ; 
And  while  I  gaze,  my  bofom  glows. 
My  flutt'ring  heart  with  love  o'erflov/s. 
The  Ihades  of  night  hang  o'er  my  eyes. 
And  every  fenfe  within  me  dies. 

A     I     R. 

O  £11  with  cooling  juice  iliz  bowl  ! 
Affuage  the  fever  in  my  foul  ! 
With  copious  draughts  my  thirft  remove. 
And  footh  tl'ie  heart  that's  fick  of  love. 

PART 
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PART      II. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  The  chearful  fpring  begins  to-day; 
Arife,  my  fair-one,  come  away  ! 

RECITATIVE: 

She.  Sweet  mufic  fteals  along  the  air— < 
Hark  !— — my  beloved's  voice  I  hear  ! 

A    I     R. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  and  come  away. 
The  chearful  fpring  begins  to-day  : 
Bleak  winter's  gone  with  all  his  train 
Of  chilling  frofts,  and  dropping  rain. 
Amidll  the  verdure  of  the  mead 
The  primrofe  lifts  her  velvet  head  : 
The  vs'arbling  birds,  the  woods  among-y 
Salute  the  feafon  with  a  fong  : 
The  cooing  turtle  in  the  grove 
Renews  his  tender  tale  of  love  : 
The  vines  their  infant  tendrils  fnoot : 
The  fig-tree  bends  with  early  fruit : 
All  welcome  in  the  genial  ray : 
Arife,  my  fair,  and  come  away  ! 

CHORUS, 

AJl  welcome  in  the  genial  ray, 
Arife,  O  fair-one^  come  away  ! 
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DUET. 

Together  let  us  range  the  fields, 
Impearled  with  the  morning  dew ; 

Or  view  the  fruits  the  vineyard  yields. 
Or  the  apple's  cluft'ring  bough  : 

There  in  clore-embower'd  fnades, 

.    Impervious  to  the  noon-tide  ray. 

By  tinkling  rills,  on  rofy  beds. 
We'll  love  the  fiikry  hours  away. 

R  E  C  I  T  A  T  I  V  E„ 

He.  How  lovely  art  thou  to  the  fight. 
For  pleafure  form'd,  and  Aveet  delight ! 
Tall  as  the  palm-tree  is  thy  fhape. 
Thy  breafts  are  like  the  clufi'ring  grape. 

A     I     R. 
Let  me,  love,  thy  bole  afcending. 

On  the  fwelling  clullers  feed  : 
Vvlth  my  grafp  the  vine-tree  bending. 

In  my  clcfe  embrace  fhail  bleed. 
Stay  me  v/ith  delicious  kiffes. 

From  thy  honey-dropping  mouth; 
Sweeter  than  the  fijmmer  breezes 

Blowing  from  the  genial  fcuth. 

RECITATIVE.- 
S  H  E .  O  that  a  ilfier's  fpecious  nam.e 
ConceaPd  from  prying  eyes  my  flame  ! 
Uncenfur'd  then  I'd  own  my  love. 
And  chafleil  virgins  ihould  approve  : 


Then 
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Then  fearlcfi  to  my  mother's  bed 
My  Teeming  brother  would  I  lead  : 
Soft  tranfports  Ihould  the  hours  employ. 
And  the  deceit  fhould  crown  the  joy. 

A     I     R. 

Soft !  I  adjure  you,  by  the  fawns 
That  bound  acrofs  the  flow'ry  lawns. 
Ye  virgins,  that  ye  lightly  move. 
Nor  with  your  whifpers  wake  my  love  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  My  fair's  a  garden  of  delight, 
Enclos'd  and  hid  from  vulgar  fight ; 
Where  ftreams  from  bubbling  fountains  ftray. 
And  rofes  deck  the  verdant  way. 

AIR. 

Softly  arife,  O  fouthern  breeze  ! 
And  kindly  fan  the  blooming  trees ; 
Upon  my  fpicy  garden  blow. 
That  fvveets  from  every  part  may  flow. 

C  H  O  R  U  &. 

Ye  fouthern  breezes,  gently  blow. 
That  fweets  from  every  part  may  flow. 


PART 
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PART      IIL 

A    I    R. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold. 
Receive  me,  fhivering  with  the  cold. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  My  heart  amidll:  my  flumbers  wakes^ 
And  tells  me  my  beloved  fpeaks. 

A     I     R. 
He.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold. 
Receive  me,  fhivering  with  tlie  cold  : 
The  chill-drops  hang  upon  my  head. 
And  night's  cold  dews  my  cheeks  o'erfpread  : 
Receive  me,  dropping,  to  thy  breall. 
And  lull  me  in  thy  arms  to  rell:. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  Obedient  to  thy  voice  I  hie  ; 
The  willing  doors  wide  open  fly. 

A    I     R. 

Ah  !  whither,  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Where  is  my  lovely  wand'rer  flown  ? 
Ye  blooming  virgins,  as  you  rove. 
If  chance  you  meet  my  ftraying  love, 
I  charge  you  tell  him  how  I  mourn. 
And  pant,  and  die  for  his  return. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS    of  Virgins. 
Who  is  thy  love,  O  charming  maid  ! 
That  from  thy  arms  fo  late  has  flray'd  ? 
Say  what  dilHnguifli'd  charms  adorn. 
And  finiih  out  his  radiant  form  r 
A     I     R. 
She.  On  his  face  the  vernal  rofe,. 
Blended  with  the  lily,  glows ; 
His  locks  are  as  the  raven  black. 
In  ringlets  v/aving  down  his  back ; 
His  eyes  with  milder  beauties  beam. 
Than  billing  doves  befide  the  ftream ; 
His  youthful  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs,, 
Enripen'd  by  refrefhing  fhovv'rs  ; 
His  lips  are  of  the  rofc's  hue. 
Dropping  with  a  fragrant  dew  ;. 
Tall  as  the  cedar  he  appears. 
And  as  erecl  his  form  he  bears. 
This,  O  ye  virgins,  is  the  fwain, 
Whofe  ab fence  caufes  all  my  pain. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  Sweet  nymph,  whom  ruddier  charms  adarn^. 
Than  open  with  the  rofy  morn  ; 
Fair  as  the  moon's  unclouded  light. 
And  as  the  fun  in  fplcndor  bright ; 
Thy  beauties  dazzle  from  a-far. 
Like  glitt'ring  arms  that  gild  the  war. 

RECL 
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RECITATIVE. 
S  H  E .  O  take  me  !  ftamp  me  on  thy  breaft  ! 
Deep  let  the  image  be  impreft  ! 
For  love,  like  armed  death,  is  ftrong,. 
Rudely  he  drags  his  flaves  along- : 
If  once  to  jealoufy  he  turns. 
With  never-dying  rage  he  burns. 

DUET. 
Thou  foft  invader  of  the  foul  ! 
O  love,  who  fhall  thy  pow'r  controul ! 
To  quench  thy  fires  whole  rivers  drain^. 
Thy  burning  heat  fhall  ftill  remain. 
In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try. 
If  powerful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  : 
The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 

CHORUS. 

In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try. 
If  powerful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  : 
The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 


PRO- 


[     1/6    ] 
PROLOGUE 

T    O 

GIL        B       L       A       S, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Woodward, 

In  the  Charadlerofa  Critic,  with  a  Catcall  in» 
his  Hand. 

ARE  ycu  all  ready  ?  Here's  your  mufick  !  here  !  * 
Author,  fneak  off,  we'll  tickle  you,  my  dear. 
The  fellow  ilopp'd  me  in  a  hellifh  fright  — 
Pray  fir,  fays  he,  mull  I  be  damn'd  to-night  ? 
Damn'd  !  furely,  friend— Don't  hope  for  our  compliance. 
Zounds,  fir  !  —  a  feccnd  play's  downright  defiance. 
Tho'  once,  poor  rogue,  we  pitied  your  condition. 
Here's  the  true  recipe— for  repetition. 
Well,  fir,  fays  he,  e'en  as  you  pleafe,  fo  then 
I'll  never  trouble  you  with  plays  again. 
But  harkee,  poet  ! — won't  you  tho'  ?  fays  I. 
'Pon  honour. — Then  we'll  damn  you,  let  me  die. 
Sha'n't  we,  my  Bucks  ?  Let's  take  him  at  his  word- 
Damn  him — or  by  my  foul,  he'll  write  a  third. 
The  man  wants  money,  I  fuppofc — but  mind  ye         ■ 
Tell  him  you've  left  your  charity  behind  ye. 

*  Blowing  his  catcall. 

A  pretty 
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A  pretty  plea,  his  wants  to  our  regard  ! 
As  if  we  Bloods  had  bowels  for  a  bard  ! 
Befides,  what  men  of  fpirit,  novv-a-days. 
Come  to  give  fober  judgments  of  new  plays  ? 
It  argues  fome  good-nature  to  be  quiet — 
Good-nature  !   Ay — but  then  we  lofe  a  riot. 
The  fcribbling  fool  may  beg  and  make  a  fufs, 
'  Tis  death  to  hixn  -What  then  ? — 'Tis  fport  to  us. . 
Don't  mind  me  tho'  — for  all  my  fun  and  jokes. 
The  bard  m.ay  find  us  Bloods  gooi-natur'd  folks  ; 

Not  crabbed  critics— foes  to  rifmg  merit 

Write  butuith.  lire — and  we'll  applaud  vsith  fpirit—' 

Our  author  aims  at  no  difnonell  ends. 

He  knows  no  enemies,  and  bcails  jome  friends ; 

ye  takes  no.  methods  down  your  throats  to  cram  it ;,, 

So  if  you  like  it,  fave  it ;  if  not damn  it. 
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Mr.    C    a   W   T    H    O    R    N 


T  O 

MISS    — 


OF      H  O  R  S  E  M  A  N  D  E  X,      IN     KENT. 

TT7HEN  Wit  and  SciencetrimmM  their  wither'd  bays, 
'  *      At  Petrarch's  voice,  and  beam'd  with  half  their. 
rays. 
Some  heaven-born  genius,  panting  to  explore 
The  fcenes  oblivion  wifn'd  to  live  no  more. 
Found  Abelard  in  grief's  fad  pomp  array'd. 
And  cali'd  the  melting  mourner  from  the  ihadc. 
Touch'd  by  his  woes,  and  kindling  at  his  rage^, 
Admiring  nations  glow'd  from  age  to  age  j 
From  age  to  age  the  foft  infedlion  ran. 
Taught  to  lament  the  hermit  in  the  man  ; 
Pride  dropt  her  creil.  Ambition  leam'd  to  figh. 
And  dove-like  pity  flream'd  in  ev'ry  eye. 

Sick  of  the  world's  applaufe,  yel  fond  to  v.arm 
Each  maid  that  knows  with  Eloife  to  charm. 
He  afks  of  verfe  to  aid  his  native  fire. 
Refines,  and  wildly  lives  along  the  lyre ; 
Eids  ail  his  various  palTions  throb  anew. 
And  hopes,  my  fair,  to  ftcal  a  tear  from  you. 

O  bleil  Vv^ith  temper,  bleft  witli  Hdll  to  pour 
Life's  ev'ry  comfort  on  each  fociai  hour ; 
Chall:e  as  thy  blufnes,  gentle  as  thy  mien, 
T'co  grave  for  folly,  and  too  gay  for  fpleen ; 

N  ,3  Intlulg'4 
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Indulg'd  to  win,  to  foften,  to  inrpire. 
To  mek  '.vith  mufic,  and  with  wit  to  fire  ; 
To  blend,  as  judgment  tells  thee  ho'.v  to  pleafe, 
\\  ifdom  with  imlles,  and  majefty  Vvith  eafe  ; 
Alike  to  virtue  as  the  Graces  known, 
\nd  proud  to  love  all  merit  but  thy  o%vn  ! 

Thefe  are  thy  lionours,  thefe  will  charms  fupply. 
When  thofe  dear  funs  Ihall  fet  in  either  eye ; 
While  She,  v.'ho,  fondofdrefs,  of  paint,  and  place. 
Aims  but  to  be  a  goddefs  in  the  face  ; 
Born  all  thy  fex  illumines  to  defpife, 
Too  mad  for  thought,  tco  pretty  to  be  wife. 
Haunts  for  a  year  fantailically  vain. 
With  half  our  Fribbles  dying  in  h^r  train  ; 
Then  fmks,  as  beauty  fades  and  paffion  cools. 
The  fcorn  cf  coxcombs^  and  the  jell  of  fools. 
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A  B  E  L  A  R  D    to    E  L  O  I  S  A. 

FIRST     PUBLISHED     I747. 

A    R    G    U    M     E     N    T. 

Abelard  r.nd  Eloifa  fiourlfhed  in  the  tvveif:li  century  : 
they  were  two  of  the  mofl  diiUnguilhad  peribns  of 
their  age  in  learning  and  beauty,  but  for  ncthirig 
more  famous  than  for  iheir  unfortunate  paiTion. 
After  a  long  courfe  of  calamities,  they  retired  each 
to  a  fsveral  convent,  and  confecrated  tiie  remainder 
cf  their  days  to  religion.  It  was  manv  years  after 
this  feparxicn  that  a  letter  of  Abelard's  to  a  friend, 
which  ctn;aincd  the  hiilory  cf  his  misfortunes,  f^Il 
into  the  hands  of  Eloifa  :  this  cccafioned  thofe  ce- 
lebrated letters  (out  of  which  the  following  is  partly 
extraded)  which  give  fo  lively  a  piclure  of  the  ilrug- 
gles  cf  Grace  and  Nature,  Virtue  and  Faiuon. 

Mr.  Po?E> 

AH  !  why  this  boding  flart  ?  tliis  fadden  pain. 
That  vv^ings  my  pulfe,  and  fhoots  from  vein  to  vein  I 
What  mean,  regardlefs  of  yon  midnight  bell, 
Thefe  earthborn  vi£ons  faddening  o'er  my  cell ! 
V/hat  ftrange  diforder  prompts  thefe  thoughts  to  glow, 
Thefe  fighs  to  murmur,  and  thef^  tears  to  ilov/  f 
'fis  {lie,  'tis  Eloifa's  form  reftor'd. 
Once  a  purs  faint,  and  more  than  faints  ador'd  : 
N    4 
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She  comes  in  all  her  killing  charms  confefs'd. 
Glares  thro'  the  gloom,  and  pours  upon  my  breafi^ 
Bids  heaven's  bright  guard  from  Paraclete  removej 
And  drags  me  back  to  mifery  and  love. 

Enjoy  thy  triumphs,  dear  illuiion  !    fee 
This  fad  apoflate  fro'm  his  God  to  thee  ; 
See,  at  thy  call,  my  guilty  warmths  return. 
Flame  tliro'  my  blood,  and  fteal  me  from  my  urn. 
Yet,  yet,  frail  Abelard  !  one  effort  try. 
Ere  the  lail  lingering  fpark  of  virtue  die ; 
The  deadly  charming  forcerefs  contrcul. 
And,  fpite  of  nature,  tear  her  from  thy  foul. 

Long  has  that  foul,  in  thefe  unfocial  v/oods. 
Where  anguifh  mufes,-£nd  v/here  forrovv  brood^^s 
From  love's  wild  vifionary  willies  flray'd. 
And  fought  to  lofe  thy  beauties  in  the  fliade. 
F^ith  dropp'd  a  fmile,  devotion  lent  her  fire. 
Woke  the  keen  pang^  and  fanftified  defire  ; 
Led  me  enraptur'd  to  the  bleft  abode. 
And  taught  my  heart  to  glow  with  all  its  God, 
But,  O  !  how  weak  fair  faith  and  virtue  prove 
When  Eloifa  m.elts  away  in  love  ! 
When  her  fond  fod,  impalTion'd,  rapt,  unvcil-d. 
No  joy  forgotten,  and  no  wifh  conceal'd. 
Flows  txhro'  her  pen  as  infant-fofcnefs  fiee. 
And  fiercely  fprings  in  ecl^dcies  to  me  ! 
•Ye  heavens  !   as  v/alking  in  yon  facrcd  fane. 
With  every  feraph  warm  in  every  vein, 
Jul];  as  rcmorfe  had  rous'd  an  aching  figh, 

lun:;  trembling  in  my  eye. 
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Tin  that  kind  hour  thy  fatal  letter  came, 
'I  faw,  I  gaz'd,  I  fhiver'd  at  the  name  ; 
The  confcious  lamps  at  once  forgot  to  fhine. 
Prophetic  tremors  fr.ook  the  haliow'd  flirine  ; 
Priells,  cenfers,  ahars,  from  thy  genius  fled. 
And  heav'n  itfelf  fhut  on  me  while  I  read. 

Dear  fmiling  mifchief !  art  thou  ftiU  the  fame. 
The  Hill  pale  victim  of  too  foft  a  flame  ? 
Warm  as  when  iirfl:,  with  more  than  m.ortal  fhine. 
Each  melting  eye-ball  mix'd  thy  foul  with  mine  ? 
Have  not  thy  tears,  for  ever  taught  to  flow. 
The  glooms  of  abfence,  and  the  pangs  of  woe. 
The  pomp  of  facrifice,  the  whifper'd  tale. 
The  dreadful  vov/  yet  hov'ring  o'er  thy  veil. 
Drove  this  -bevv^itching  fcndnefs  from  thy  breaft, 
Curb'd  the  loofe  wilh,  and  fcnii'd  each  pulfe  to  reft  r 
And  canil  thou  ftill,  fdll  bend  the-fjppliant  knee 
To  love's  dread  flirhis,  and  v/eep  and  figh  for  me  ? 
Then  take  me,  take  ms,  lock  me  in  thy  arm.s. 
Spring  to  my  lips,  and  give  me  all  thy  charms. 
No — fly  me,  fly  me,  fpread  th'  impatient  fail. 
Steal  the  lark's  vvlng,  and  mount. the  fvvifteft  gale; 
Skim  the  valt  ocean,  freeze  beneath  the  pole. 
Renounce  me,  curfe  me,  root  me  from  thy  foul; 
Fly,  flv;  for  juilice  bares  the  arm  of  God, 
And  the  grafp'd  vengeance  oiily  waits  his  nod. 
Are  thcfe  thy  wifhes  r  can  they  thus  afpire  ? 
Does  phrenzy  form  them,  or  does  grace  Infpire  f 
Can  Abclard,  in  hurricanes  of  zeal, 
3'^:ray  his  heart,  and  teach  t:K-«  not  to  ftel  ? 

TeacU 


i86  CAW  THORN'S     POEMS. 

Ter.ch  thy  enamour'd  fpirit  to  difown 

Each  human  warmth,  and  chill  thee  into  Hone  ? 

Ah  !  rather  let  my  tenderefl  accents  move 

The  lall  wild  accents  of  unholy  love ; 

On  that  dear  bolbm  trembling  let  me  lie. 

Pour  out  my  foul,  and  in  fierce  raptures  die, 

Roufe  all  my  paiTians,  ad  my  joys  new. 

Farewell,  yc  cells !  ye  martyr'd  faints  !   adieu  ! 

Sleep,  confciijnce  !  Heep,  each  awful  thought  be  drov>'n'd. 

And  fsven-fold  darknefs  veil  the  fcene  aroand. 

V/hat  means  this  paufe,  this  agonizing  Hart, 
This  glimpfe  of  heav'n  quick  rufliing  thro'  my  heart  ? 

Methinks  I  fee  a  radiant  crofs  difplay'd 

A  v/ounded  Saviour  bleeds  along  the  fhade  : 
Around  th'  expiring  God  bright' angels  fly. 
Swell  the  loud  hymn,  and  open  all  the  Iky. 
O  fave  me,  fave  me,  ere  the  thunders  roll. 
And  hell's  black  caverns  fwallov/  up  my  foul. 

Return,  ye  hours  !  when,  guiltiefs  of  a  frain, 
Pvly  flpong-plum'd  genius  throbb'jd  in  every  vcia  ; 
When,  warm'd  with  ail  th'  Egyptian  fanes  irJpir'd, 
All  Athens  bcai^ed,  and  all  Rome  admir'd ; 
My  merit  in  its  full  meridian  flione. 
Each  rival  blufhing,  and  each  heart  my  ov/n. 
Return,  ye  fcencs  !---Ah,  no,  from  fancy  fly. 
On  time's  llretch'd  wing,  till  each  idea  die. 
Eternal  fly ;  fmce  all  that  learning  gave. 
Too  weak  to  conquer,  and  too  fond  to  fave. 
To  love's  foft  empire  every  wifti  betray'd. 
And  left  my  laurels  with'ring  in  the  Ihade. 

Let 
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Ljl  me  forget  that,  while  deceitful  fame 

Grafp'd  her  Ihrill  trump,  and  fiU'd  it  with  my  name. 

Thy  ilrvonger  charms,  impower'd  by  heav'n  to  move 

Each  faint,  each  bleil  inf.nifible  to  love. 

At  once  my  foul  from  br-i^ht  ambition  won, 

i  hugg'd  the  dart,  I  wiili'd  to  be  undone^: 

No  more  pale  fcience  duril  my  thoughts- engage, 

Infipid  dulnefs  hung  on  every  page  ; . . 

The  midnight-lamp  no  more  enjoy'd  its  blaze. 

No  more  my  fpirit  flew  from  ma^^e  to  maze : 

Thy  glances  bade  philofopay  refign 

Her  throne  to  thee,  and  every  fenfe  was  thine. 

But  v.'hat  could  all  thcJ.frofLS  of  v/ifdom  do, 
Oppos'd  to  beauty,  whei>  i't  melts  in  you  ? 
Since  thefe  dark,  chcerl^fe,  folitary  caves. 
Death-breathing  Vv'oc4s,.  and  daily-opening  graves, 
Misfnapen  rocks,  v.'ild'iraag&sVGf  Avoe, 
For  ever  hov/ling  to  the, deeps  b^lov/ ; 
Ungenial  deferts,  vvh??€  no  vernal'  ihowT 
Wakes  the  green  herb,"'<:jr  paints  rh'  unfolding  flov.  'r ; 
Th'  embrowning  gloom¥,t|i-efe  holy  manfions  llied. 
The  night-born  horrors  broodi;?_g  o'er  m.y  bed. 
The  difmal  fcenes  black  melancholy  pours 
O'er  the  fad  vifxons  of  enr.nguiili'd  hours ; 
Lean  abHinence,  wan  grief,  iovz-thoughted  care, 
Diflradling  guilt,  and,  hell's  worft  fiend,  defpair> 
Ccnfpire  in  vain,  with  all  the  aids  of  art. 
To  blot  thy  dear  idea  from  my  heart. 

Deiufive,  fightlefs  God  of  warm  defire  ! 
Why  would'u  thou  wiili  to  f^t  a\^retch  on  ure  ? 

Wh> 
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Why  lives  thy  To  ft  divinity  where  woe 

Haaves  the  pale  figh,  and  anguifh  loves  to  glow  I 

Fly  to  the  mead,  the  daify-painted  vale. 

Breathe  in  its  fwcets,  and  melt  along  the  gale  ; 

Fly  where  gay  fcenes  luxurious  youths  employ. 

Where  ev'ry  moment  fteals  the  wing  of  joy  : 

There  "may'ft  thou  fee,  low  proftrate  at  thy  throne. 

Devoted  flaves,  and  vi6lims  all  thy  own  ; 

Each  vilkge-fvvain  the  turf-built  fhrinc  fhall  raife. 

And  kings  command  whole  hecatombs  to  blaze. 

O  memory  !  ingenious  to  revive 
Each  fieeting  hour,  and  teach  the  pall:  to  live, 
Witnefs  what  confiidls  this  frail  bolom  tore  ! 
V/hat  griefs  I  fuffer'd  I   and  v/hat  pangs  I  bore  ! 
How  long  I  flruggled,  labour'd,  llrove  to  fave 
An  heart  that  panted  to  be  ftill  a  Have  ! 
When  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  fpirit,  love  and  flame, 
Seiz'd  every  (enk,  and  burnt  thro'  all  my  frame  ; 
From  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  to  thefe  wilds  I  fled. 
My  food  the  herbage,  and  the  rock  my  bed. 
There,  while  thefe  venerable  cloillers  rife 
O'er  the  bleak  furge,  and  gain  upon  the  fkies. 
My  wounded  foul  indulg'd  the  tear  to  flow 
O'er  all  her  fad  vicilutudes  of  woe  ; 
Profuse  of  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die. 
Guilt  in  my  heart,  and  horror  in  my  eye. 
With  ceafeiefs  pray'rs,  the  v/hole  artlU'ry  giv'n 
To  win  the  mercies  of  olFendcd  heav'n. 
Each  hill,  made  vocal,  echoed  all  around, 
WJiile  my  torn  breaii  knock'd  bleeding  on  the  ground. 


ABELARD    TO    ELOISA.         iZ^ 

Yet,  yet,  alas  !  though  all  my  moments  fiy, 
Stain'd  by  a  tear,  and  darken'd  in  a  figh, 
Tho'  meagre  falb  have  on  my  cheeks  difplay'd 
The  dufk  of  death,  and  funk  me  to  a  fhade. 
Spite  of  myfelf  the  flill-empoifoning  dart 
Shoots  thro'  my  blood,  and  drinks  up  all  my  heart : 
My  vows  and  wiihes  wildly  difagree. 
And  grace  itfelf  miftakes  my  God  for  thee. 

Athwart  the  glooms  that  wrap  the  midnight- fky,. 
My  Eloifa  fteals  upon  my  eye  ; 
For  ever  rifes  in  the  folar  ray, 
A  phantom  brighter  than  the  blaze  of  day- 
Where-e'er  I  go,  the  viiionary  gueil: 
Pants  on  my  lip,  or  fmks  upon  my  breail ; 
Unfolds  her  fweets,  and,  throbbing  to  dellroy,. 
Winds  round  m.y  heart  in  luxury  of  joy  ; 
V/hile  loud  Hofknnas  Ihake  the  ftirines  around,, 
I  hear  her  fofter  accents  in  the  found  ; 
Her  idol-beauties  on  each  altar  glare, 
Andheav'n  m.uch-injur'd  has  but  half  my  pray'pt 
No  tears  can  drive  her  hence,  no  pangs  ccntroul. 
For  ev'ry  object  brings  her  to  my  fcul. 

Laft  night,  reclining  on  yon  airy  fteep. 
My  bufy  eyes  hung  brooding  o'er  the  deep ; 
The  breathlefs  whirlwinds  ilept  in  ev'ry  cave. 
And  the  foft  moon-beam  danc'd  from  wave  to  wave  ;. 
Each  former  blifs  in  this  bright  mirror  feen. 
With  all  my  glories,  dawn'd  upon  the  fcene, 
Recall'd  the  dear  aufpicious  hour  anew. 
When  my  fond  foul  to  Eloifa  flew  ; 

Whert 
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When,  with  keen  fpeechlofs  agcnies  oppreft. 
Thy  frantic  lover  fuatch'd  thee  to  his  breaft, 
Gaz'd  on  thy  bluHies,  arm'd  with  ev'ry  grace^.. 
And  faw  the  godAc-G  beaming  in  thy  face  ; 
Saw  thy  wild,  trembling,  ardent  wiihes  move 
Eachrpulfe  to  rapture,  and  each  glance  to  love. 
But,  lo  !   the  winds  defcend,  tlie  biilov/s  roar. 
Foam  to  the  clouds,  and  baril:  upon  the  fhcre, 
VciCi. peals  of  thunder  o'er  the  ocean  rcli. 
The  flame-wlng'd  liglitning  gleams  from  pole  to  pole. 
At  once  the  plealing  images  withdrew. 
And  more  than  horrors  crouded  on  my  view  : 
Thy  uncle's  form,  in  all  his  ire  array'd. 
Serenely  dreadful,  fralk'd  along  the  fhade  : 
Picrc'd  by  his  fvvcrd  I  fank  upon  the  ground,. 
The  fpectre  ghafily  frnil'd  upon  the  wound  ; 
A  group  of  black  infernals  round  me  hung,    ■ 
And  tcfs'd  my  infamy  from  tongue  to  tongue. 
DeteiLed  Vv-retch  !  how  impotent  thy  age  ! 

How  weak  thy  malice  !  and  how  kind  thy  rage  1 

Spite  of  thyfelf,  inhuman  as  thou  art. 

Thy  murdering  hand  has  l:ft  me  all  my  heart ; 

Left  me  each  tender,  fond  affeftion  warm, 

A  nerve  to  tremble,  and  an  eye  to  charm. 

No,  cruel,  cruel,  cxquifite  in  ill  ! 

Thcu  thought'!!:  it  dull  barbarity  to  kill  ; 

My  death  had  robb'd  loil  vengeance  of  her  tcil. 

And  fcarcely  v/armi'd  a  ScytJiian  to  a  fmilc  : 

Subiimer  furies  taught  thy  foul  to  gluv/ 

With  all  their  favage  myfteries  of  v/ce  ; 

Tauciiit 
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Taught  thy  unfeeling  poniard  to  deflroy 
The  powers  of  nature,  and  the  fource  of  joy  ; 
To  Hretch  me  on  the  racks  of  vain  defire. 
Each  paffion  throbbing,  and  each  wiih  on  fire  ; 
Mad  to  enjoy,  unable  to  be  blefr. 
Fiends  in  my  veins,  and  hell  within  my  breafl. 

i^d  me,  fair  faith  !  alTill:  me,  grace  divine  ! 
Ye  marr;>'rs  !  blefs  me,  and,  ye  faints  !  refme : 
Ye  facred  groves !   ye  heav'n-devoted  v/alls  ! 
V/here  folly  fickens,  and  where  virtue  calls ; 
Ye  vows  !  ye  altars  1   from  tliis  bofom  tear 
Voluptuous  love,  and  leave  no  anguifh  there  : 
Oblivion  1  be  thy  blackeft  plume  difplay'd 
O'er  all  my  griefs,  and  hide  me  in  the  iliade  ; 
And  thou,  tco  fondly  idoliz'd  !  attend 
While  awful  reafon  v/hifpers  in  the  friend. 
Friend,  did  I  {ay  I  Immortals !  what  a  name  ! 
Can  dull,  cold  friendfnip  cv,  n  fo  wild  a  flame  ? 
No ;  let  thy  lover,  v%'hofe  enkindling  eye 
Shot  all  his  foul  between  thee  and  the  fky, 
Whofe  v/armth  bewitch'd  thee,  whofe  unhallow'd  fcng 
CalPd  thy  rapt  ear  to  die  upon  his  tongue. 
Now  ftrongly  rouze,  wliile  heav'n  his  zeal  infpii-es. 
Diviner  tranfports,  and  more  holy  fires  ; 
Calm  all  thy  paiiicns,  all  thy  peace  reilore, 
Aiid  teach  that  fnowy  breail  to  heave  no  mere. 

Torn  from  the  world,  within  dark  cells  iinmur'd. 
By  angels  guarded,  and  by  vows  fecur'd. 
To  all  that  once  awoke  thy  fondnefs  dead. 
And  hope,  pale  fcrrov/'s  lafi  fad  refuge,  fled ; 

Why 
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Why  wilt  thcu  weep,  and  figh,  and  melt  in  vain., 

Brood  o'er  falfe  joys,  and  hug  th'  ideal  chain  ? 

Say,  c anil  thou  wiHi  that  madly  wild  to  fly 

From  yon  bright  portal  opening  in  the  Iky, 

Thy  Abelard  fhculd  bid  his  God  adieu. 

Pant  at  thy  feet,  and  tafte  thy  charms  anew  ? 

Ye  heav'ns  !  if,  to  this  tender  bofom  woo'd. 

Thy  mere  idea  harrows  up  my  blcod  ; 

Tf  one  faint  glimpfe  of  Elcile  can  move 

The  fierceil:,  wildeil  agonies  of  love  ; 

What  fliall  I  be,  when,  dazzling  as  the  light. 

Thy  whole  effulgence  flows  upon  m.y  fight  ? 

Look  on  thyfelf,  confider  who  thcu  art. 

And  learn  to  be  an  abbefs  in  thy  heart. 

See,  while  devotion's  ever  melting  llrain 

Pours  the  loud  organ  thro'  the  trembling  fane^. 

Yon  pious  m.aids  each  earthly  wiih»difown, 

Kifs  the  dread  crofs,  and  croud  upon  the  thrcne  :-. 

O  let  thy  foul  the  facred  charge  attend. 

Their  warmths  infpirit,  and  theijr  virtues  mend  : 

Teach  every  breaft  from  every  hymn  to  freal 

The  cherub's  m.eeknefs,  and  the  feraph's  zeal ; 

To  rife  to  rapture,  to  difiblve  away 

In  dreams  of  hcav'n,  and  lead  thyfelf  die  way  ; 

Till  all  the  glories  of  the  bleil  abode 

Blaze  on  the  fcene,  and  every  thcughfis  Cod, 

While  thus  thy  exemplary  cares  prevail. 

And  make  each  vefial  fpotlefs  as  her  veil, 

Th'  eternrJ  fpirit  o'er  thy  ceil  Hiall  move 

In  the  fcft  image  cf  the  myllic  dove  ; 

Th 
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The  longefl  gleams  of  heavenly  comfort  bring. 
Peace  in  his  fmile,  and  healing  on  his  wing ; 
At  once  rem.cve  afHiftion  from  thy  brcaft. 
Melt  o'er  thy  foul,  and  hufh  her  pangs  to  refl. 

O  that  my  foul,  from  lovers  curft  bondage  freC;,  . 
Could  catch  the  tranfports  that  I  urge  to  thee  1 

0  that  feme  angel's  more  than  magic  art 
Would  kindly  tear  the  hermit  from  his  heart ! 
Extinguifh  every  guilty  fenfe,  and  leave 

No  pulfe  to  riot,  and  no  figh  to  heave. 
Vain,  fraitlefs  vvilh  !   Hill,  Hill  the  vig'rous  flame 
Burils,  like  an  earthquake,  thro'  my  fhatter'd  frame  - 
Spite  of  the  joys  that  truth  and  virtue  prove, 

1  feel  but  thee,  and  breathe  not  but  to  love ; 
Repent  in  vain,  fcarce  wifh  to  be  forgiv'n. 
Thy  form,  my  idol,  and  thy  charms  my  heav'n. 

Yet,  yet,  my  fair  1  thy  nobler  eiTorts  try. 
Lift  me  from  earth  and  give  me  to  the  &y  ; 
Let  my  loll  foul  thy  brighter  virtues  feel, 
Warm'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  wing'd  with  all  thy  zeal^ 
And  when,  low -binding  at  the  hallo  w'd  Ihrinc, 
Thy  contrite  heart  (hall  Abelard  refign  ; 
When  pitying  heav'n,  impatient  to  forgive^ 
Unbars  the  gates  of  light  and  bids  the€  live; 
Seize  on  th'  aufpicious  moment  ere  it  flee. 
And  afk  the  famxe  Lmmortai  boon  for  me. 

Then  when  thcfe  black  terrific  fcenes  are  o'er^ 
And  rebel  nature  chills  the  foul  no  more  ; 
Wlxen  on  thy  cheek  th'  expiring  roies  fade. 
And  thy  lail:  luflres  darken  in  the  Ihade  ; 

VoL.LXV.  O  When 
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When  arm'd  with  quick  varieties  of  pain. 
Or  creeping  dully  flow  from  vein  to  vein. 
Pale  death  fliall  fet  my  kindred-fpirit  free. 
And  thefe  dead  orbs  forget  to  doat  on  thee  ; 
Some  pious  friend,  whofe  wild  afFedions  glow 
Like  ours  in  fad  fmiilitude  of  woe. 
Shall  drop  one  tender,  fympathizing  tear. 
Prepare  the  garland,  and  adorn  the  bier  ; 
Our  lifelefs  r cliques  in  one  tomb  enflirine. 
And  teach  thy  genial  daft  to  mix  with  mine. 

Meanwhile,  divinely  purg'd  from  every  ftain^. 
Our  adilive  fouls  fliall  climb  th'  ethereal  plain. 
To  each  bright  cherub's  purity  afpire. 
Catch  all  his  zeal,  and  pant  with  all  his  fire  ; 
There,  where  no  face  the  glooms  of  anguiih  weari. 
No  uncle  m.urders,  and  no  paflion  tears. 
Enjoy  with  heav'n  eternity  of  reft. 
For  ever  bleirinQ-,  and  for  ever  bleft. 
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VAIN  were  the  tafe  to  give  the  foul  to  glow. 
The  nerve  to  kindle,  and  the  verfe  to  flow ; 
When  the  fond  mourner,  hid  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Bleeds  in  the  anguifh  of  too  keen  a  figh ; 
And,  loft  to  glory,  loft  to  all  his  fire. 
Forgets  the  port  before  he  grafps  tlie  lyre. 

Nature  1  'tis  thine  with  manly  warmth  to  mourn ^ 
Expiring  virtue,  and  the  clofmg  urn  ; 
To  teach,  dear  Seraph  !  o'er  the  good  and  wife 
The  dirge  to  murmur,  and  the  buft  to  rife. 
Come  then,  O  guiltlefs  of  the  tear  of  art  1 
Sprung  from  the  iky,  and  thron'd  v/ithin  the  heart ! : 
O  come,  in  all  the  pomp  of  grief  array'd. 
And  weep  the  v/arricr,  whilft  I  grace  the  fhade. 

'Tis  o'er— the  bright  delufive  fcene  is  o^er. 
And  war's  proud  viftons  mock  the  foul  no  more ; 
The  laurel  fades,  th'  imperial  car  retires. 
All  youth  ennobles,  and  ail  worth  admires. 

Alas  !  my  Hughes  !  and  muft  this  mourning  \e]r« 
Refign  thy  triumph  to  attend  thy  hsaife  ! 

O  2  W^, 
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Was  it  for  this  that  fricndfhip's  genial  flame 
Woke  all  my  wiflies  from  the  trance  of  fame  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  the  hallow'd  page. 
Where  ev'ry  fcience  beams  of  ev'ry  age  -- 
On  thought's  llrong  pinion  rang'd  the  martial  fcene. 
From  Rome's  firft  Crefar  to  the  great  Eugene ; 
Explor'd  th'  embattled  van,  the  deep'ning  line, 
Th*  enambufh'd  phalanx,  and  the  fpringing  mine  ; 
Then,  pale  with  horror,  bent  the  fuppliant  knee. 
And  hcav'd  the  figh,  and  dropp'd  the  tear  for  thee  ! 

What  boots  it  now,  tliat  when,  with  hideous  roar. 
The  gath'ring  tempeft  howPd  from  ev'ry  fliore. 
Some  pitying  angel,  vigilant  to  fave. 
Spread  all  his  plumes,  and  iliatch'd  thee  from  the  wave  • 
Prcfcrv'd  thee  facred  from  the  fell  difcafe. 
When  the  blue  plague  had  fir'd  th'  autumnal  breeze  ? 
Ah  !  when  my  hero  panted  to  engage 
Where  all  the  battle  burll  in  all  its  rage  ; 
Where  dreadful  flew  the  mifuve  deaths  around. 
And  the  mad  faulchion  blufh'd  from  v/ound  to  wound; 
Was  he  deny'd.the  privilege  to  bleed, 
Sav'd  on  the  miam  to  fall  upon  the  Tweed  ? 

Ye  graces  !    tell  v/ith  what  addrcfs  he  fcole 
The  liit'ning  ear,  and  open'd  all  the  foul. 
Whattho'  rough  winter  bade  his  whirlwinds  rife. 
Mid  his  pale  funs,  and  frown'd  along  his  (Ides, 
Pour'd  the  big  deluge  on  the  face  of  day. 
My  Hughes  was  here  to  fmile  the  glcoms  away. 
With  all  the  luxuries  of  found  to  move 
The  pulfe  of  glory,  or  the  f;gh  of  love  ; 

And, 
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And,  fpite  of  winter,  laffitude,  or  pain. 
Taught  life  and  joy  to  throb  in  ev'ry  vein. 
Fancy  1  dear  artilt  of  the  mental  pow'r  ! 
Fly,__-fetch  my  genius  to  the  focial  hour  ; 
Give  me  again  his  glov/ing  fenfe  to  warm. 
His  fong  to  warble,  and  his  wit  to  charm. 
Alas  !  alas !  how  impotently  true 
Th'  aerial  pencil  forms  the  fcene  anew  ! 

E'en  now,  when  all  the  vifion  beams  around. 
And  my  ear  kindles  with  th'  ideal  found—— 
Juft  as  the  fmiles,  the  graces  live  imprell^ 
And  all  his  image  takes  up  all  my  breail 
Some  gloomy  phantom  brings  the  awful  bier. 
And  the  fhort  rapture  melts  into  a  tear. 

Thus  in  the  lake's  clear  cryiLal  we  defcrjr 

The  briQ;ht  difFufion  of  a  radiant  fky 

Reflected  nature  flieds  a  milder  greeji ; 
While  half  her  forefls  float  into  the  fcene. 
Ah  !  as  we  gaze  the  lucklefs  zephyr  flies. 
The  furface  trembles,  and  the  picture  dies. 

O  bleft  with  all  that  youth  can  give  to  pleafc. 
The  form  majeftic,  and  the  mien  of  eafe. 
Alike  cmpower'd  by  nature,  and  by  art. 
To  ilorm  the  ram.part,  and  to  win  the  hsart  i 
Corred  of  manners,  delicate  of  mind. 
With  fpirit  humble,  and  with  truth  refin'd  ; 
For  public  life's  meridian  funfliine  made. 
Yet  known  to  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  fliade ; 
In  V/IU-,  while  all  the  trumps  of  fame  infpire, 
Eachpiiiiioii  raving,  and  each  wifli  on  fire.; 

O  3  At 
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At  home,  without  or  vanity,  or  rage  ; 
As  foft  as  pity,  and  as  cool  as  age. 

Thefe  were  thy  virtues— thefe  will  Hill  be  juft. 
Light  all  their  beams,  and  blaze  upon  thy  dull ; 
While  pride  in  vain  folemnity  bequeaths 
To  povv'r  her  ftatues,  and  to  guilt  her  wreaths  ; 
Or,  warm'd  by  faftion,  impudently  flings 
The  price  of  nations  on  the. urns  of  kings. 
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WHILE  airy  Belville,  guiitlefs  of  a  fchocl. 
Shines  out  a  French  edition  of  a  fool, 
^tadies  his  learned  taylcr  once  a  week. 
But  curfes  ev'ry  fyllable  of  Greek  ; 
I  fit,  and  think  o'er  all  that  Sparta  fir'd. 
That  Athens  boailed,  and  that  Rome  admir'd« 
Enraptur'd  fancy,  bufied  with  the  theme. 
Forms  ev'ry  bright  idea  to  a  dream. 
Paints  all  the  charming  pageantry  anew. 
And  brings  at  once  each  clafTic  to  my  v'lzw. 
Nov/,  fondly  wild,  I  thunder  in  the  war. 
Shake  the  keen  fpear,  and  mount  th'  imperial  car; 
With  daring  Regulus  to  Carthage  run. 
Or  nobly  bleed  with  Brutus  in  a  fon  ; 
Seize,  Cafca-like,  on  Cxfar's  gorgeous  veil. 
And  boldly  plant  a  dagg?r  in  his  breaft. 
Now,  foftly-breathing  all  the  mufe's  fire-i 
I  drop  the  faulchion,  and  I  grafp  the  lyre  ; 

O  4  '  With 
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With  Pindar's  pinion  fkim  the  blell  abode. 
Or  Itrive  to  charm  Augullus  with  an  ode. 

Come  then,  my  Lelius !  come,  my  joy  and  pride ! 
Whofe  fricndlhip  fooths  me,  while  thy  precepts  guide; 
Thou,  whofe  quick  eye  has  glanc'd  thro'  every  age, 
Mcw'd  ev'ry  fcene,  and  iludied  ev'ry  page^ 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  with  ev'ry  virtue  bleft. 
To  catch  each  eye,  and  Heal  to  ev'ry  breall; 
To  rife  to  all  that  in  each  patriot  ihone. 
And  make  each  hero's  happinefs  my  own. 

Say,  ihall  I,  \vith  a  triumph  in  my  view. 
Fame's  air-drefs'd  goddefs  thro'  each  fcene  purfue  ; 
Ambitious  court  her  in  the  pomp  of  v/ar. 
And  number  every  trophy  by  a  fear  ? 
Shall  I,  with  Solon,  form  the  moral  plan. 
And  aim  to  mould  a  favage  to  a  man  ? 
Or,  pleas'd  to  rival  every  Grecian  fage. 
Glean  Plato's  fenfe,  and  copy  Homer's  rage. 

A — . 

You  afk  me,  Sir  !  what  few  would  care  to  give. 
Some  grave  inftru(5lions  hov/  you  ought  to  live. 
You  v/ilh  that  envied  blifsful  fcene  to  find. 
That  charms  the  talle,  and  dignifies  the  mind  ; 
That  nobly  mingles  every  art  to  pleafj. 
And  joins  the  majelly  of  life  to  eafe. 

Hear  then,  my  friend  !  the  do6lrine  I  difclofc. 
As  true  as  if  difplay'd  in  pompous  profe  ; 
As  if  Locke's  uicrcd  hand  the  page  had  wrote. 
And  every  u.<i4l:or  ibmp'd  it  with  a  vote. 

An 
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All  lots  are  equal,  and  all  Hates  the  fame. 
Alike  in  merit,  tho'  unlike  in  name. 
In  Reafon's  eye  no  difference  lies  between 
Life's  noon-day  luilres  or  her  milder  fcene. 
'Tis  not  the  plate  that  dignifies  the  board. 
Nor  all  the  titles  blazing  round  a  lord  ; 
'Tis  not  the  fplendid  plume,  the  embroider'd  vsH, 
The  gorgeous  fword-knot,  or  the.nuirtial  crefl. 
That  lends  to  life  tlie  fmile,  the  jeil,  the  glee. 
Or  makes  his  honour  happier  than  ms. 
When  Florio's  acres  ftretch'd  o'er  half  the  land, 
A  gilded  chariot  roli'd  him  thro'  the  Strand  : 
Reduc'd  at  lail  with  humbler  fcenes  to  mix. 
He  fmoak'd  a  fpeculative  pipe  at  Dick's. 
The  fame  great  genius,  in  or  out  of  pow'r — 
Eafe  fmcoth'd  his  brow,  and  foften'd  ev'ry  hour^ 
Taught  him  to  live  as  happy  in  a  £hed. 
As  when  a  dutchefs  grac'd  his  nuptial  bed. 

Content's  the  port  all  mortals  wifh  to  hail  : 
She  points  the  compafs,  and  fhe  guides  the  fail. 
To  her  aJone  our  leaky  veflels  roll 
Thro'  all  the  feas  that  rage  from  pole  to  pole. 
What  boots  it  then,  when  gath'ring  llorms  behind 
Rife  black  in  air,  and  howl  in  ev'ry  w4nd. 
That  thy  rich  fhip  a  pomp  of  pride  difplay'd. 
Her  mafts  all  cedar,  and  her  fails  brocade  1 
Say,  canft  thou  think  the  tcmpeil  will  difcern 
A.filken  cable,  or  a  painted  ilcrn  ; 
Hu(h  the  wild  tumult  that  tornados  bring. 
And  kindly  fpare  the  yacht  that  holds- a  king  ? 

No, 
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No,  no,  my  friend !  if  fkilful  pilots  guide. 
And  heav'n  aufpicious  calms  the  whirling  tide. 
No  winds  diftrefs  you,  and  no  ftorm  deftroys. 
Whether  you  fail  in  gondolas  or  hoys. 

M.'^ . 

What,  has  juft  heav'n  no  flight  diftinftion  made 
Betwixt  a  life  of  funftiine  and  of  fhade  ? 
Muft  I,  in  filerce,  this  wild  fyftem  own. 
And  ihink:  a  cottage  equal  to  a  throne  ? 
Sure  if  I  did,  my  friends  would  foon  beftow 
A  few  ftout  cords,  and  fend  me  to  Monro. 

Your  taylor,  ikill'd  in  fafliion's  ev'ry  grace. 
Decks  you  in  all  the  pageantry  of  lace. 
Lives  in  a  cell,  and  eats,  from  week  to  week. 
An  homely  meal  of  cabbage  and  ox-cheek. 
You  walk  majeftic  in  a  nobler  fcene, 
Guiltlefs  of  ev'ry  anguifli,  but  the  fpleen  ; 
With  all  the  luxury  of  ftatefmen  dine 
On  daily  fcafts  of  ortolans  ard  wine. 
Then  tell  me,  fir  !  if  this  defcription's  true. 
Is  not  your  taylor  lefs  at  eafe  than  you  ? 

Hardwicke,  great  patriot !  envy'd,  lov'd,  carefl:^ 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breail ; 
Whofe  bright  example  learns  us  to  admire 
All  Cowper's  graces,  and  all  Talbot's  fire — 
Firm  to  his  trull,  whatever  bribes  aflail. 
Truth  guides  his  fvvord,  and  juilicc  holds  his  fcale. 
Say,  is  not  he  more  happy  than  the  throng 
Of  beardlefs  Templars  melting  o'er  a  fong  ? 

Tha» 
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Than  him,  who,  buried  in  a  country-town, 
EngrofTes  half  a  folio  for  a  crown. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene 
Spread  ev'ry  plume  to  dignify  Eugene — 
On  Marlbro's  helmet  fat,  in  all  her  pride. 
And  proudly  frown'd  at  all  the  world  befide. 
And  fure,  you'd  think  it  a  mofi  fad  difgrace. 
If  enfigns  liv'd  as  eafy  as  his  grace. 

A . 

Dear  fir  !  reftrain  the  prejudice  of  youth. 
And  calmly  liften  to  the  voice  of  truth. 
When  firil  th'  Almighty  fire  his  work  began. 
And  fpoke  the  mingling  atoms  into  man. 
To  all  the  race  with  gracious  hand  was  giv'n 
One  common  forefl,  and  one  equal  heav'n ; 
They  fliar'd  alike  this  univerfal  ball. 
The  fons  of  freedom,  and  the  lords  of  all. 
The  poets  too  tliis  facred  truth  difplay'd, 
-From  cloud-topt  Pindus  to  theLatian  fhade. 
They  fung  that  ere  Pandora,  fond  of  Ibife, 
Let  loofe  each  embrio-mifery  of  life. 
All  nature  brighten'd  in  one  golden  age. 
Each  fiTQ  a  monarch,  and  each  fon  a  fage  ; 
Eternal  bleflings  flow'd  to  all  the  race. 
Alike  in  riches,  as  alike  in  place. 

Suppofe  then,  fir  !  that  new  diilindions  fmce 
Have  plac'd  a  Have  fome  leagues  below  a  prince  ; 
Yet  eafe  and  joy,  difpailion'd  rcafon  owns. 
As  often  vifu  cottages  as  tliroues. 

Seel 
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See  !  in  yon  valley,  while  the  mellowing  grain 
Embrowns  the  flope,  and  nods  along  the  plain, 
A  croud  of  ruflics,  doom'd  to  daily  toil, 
Difarm  the  foreft,  or  enrich  the  foil  : 
Not  in  that  elegance  of  drefs  array'd 
That  charm'd  Arcadia's  hills,  and  Tempers  fhade:; 
Where  Thyrfis,  fhelter'd  in  fome  happier  grove. 
The  lonely  fcene  of  folitude  and  love. 
His  breall  all  rapture,  and  his  foul  on  fire. 
Now  wove  the  garland,  and  now  fwept  the  lyre  : 
No, — 'tis  plain  Colin,  Hobbinol,  and  Ned, 
Unfkill'd  in  numbers  as  in  books  unread. 
Who  fcorn  the  winter's  deadly  blall  to  fhun. 
But  face  the  ftorm,  and  drudge  thro'  ev'ry  fun  ; 
Then  feek  the  cottage,  where  the  homely  bowl 
Smooths  ev'ry  brow,  and  opens  ev'ry  foul ; 
Speeds  the  fame  focial  warmth  from  breaft  to  bread. 
And  bids  them  laugh  at  Verres,  and  his  creft. 

When  honell:  Colin  fees  the  fnining  all 
That  gilds  the  'Change,  and  dignifies  Whitehall ; 
Loll:  in  the  fcenes  of  turbulence  and  Ibire, 
The  farce  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  life. 
He  fteals  impatient  to  his  nati^'e  Ihadc, 
And  longs  to  grafp  his  waggon  and  his  fpade ; 
Hcedlefs  of  ev'ry  charm,  of  ev'ry  grace. 
That  forms  the  goddefs  in  Fitzwalter's  fiice. 
That  lends  to  Finch  her  majefty  of  mica  — 
He  v/culd  not  change  his  Sufan  for  a  qu^jen. 

Believe  me,  fir  !  diilimSlion,  pomp,  and  noife, 
Corrrpt  our  tempers,  as  they  cloud  our  joys : 
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And  furely,  when  the  focial  fpirit's  broke, 
A  ftar's  a  gewgaw,  and  a  lord's  a  joke. 
Without  thofe  robes,  thofe  gorgeous  bagatelles. 
That  deck  our  nobles,  and  that  charm  our  belle; ; 
Without  a  crane-neck'd  chariot's  fmooth  career. 
Without  the  wealth  of  Indus  in  your  car ; 
Without  a  group  of  piftures  dearly  bought. 
Where  Tidan's  colours  vie  with  Guide's  thought ; 
Without  the  fruits  of  Spain,  the  wines  of  France, 
Without  an  opera,  and  without  a  dance. 
You  may  live  happy,  as  grave  dc£lors  tell. 
At  Rome,  at  Tunbridge,  in  a  grot,  or  cell. 

From  fky  to  iky  th'  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Spreads  his  broad  wing,  and  thund'ring  grafps  his  love  ; 
The  mighty  bull,  by  genial  Zephyr  fway'd, 
Enraptur'd  courts  his  heifer  to  the  ihade ; 
The  fcather'd  warblers  pair  on  ev'ry  fpray. 
The  grove  re-echoing  with  the  fprightly  lay ; 
While  the  gay  tribe  of  infedls  blilsful  Ihare 
The  joys  of  love,  and  people  all  the  air. 
All,  all  that  in  the  depths  of  ocean  lie. 
Graze  on  the  plain,  or  fldm  along  the  flcy. 
Fondly  purfue  the  end  by  nature  giv'n. 
Life  all  their  aim,  and  quiet  all  tlvdr  heav'n. 

If  then  no  fongfters  grudge  the  bear  his  thigh. 
The  hound  his  noftril,  or  the  lynx  his  eye ; 
Nor  feel  a  pang  tho'  Afric's  Hiaggy  brood 
Majeftic  fialk  the  mcnarchs  of  the  wood ; 
Why  ihould  you  think  your  folitude  a  tomb, 
if  Pulteney  has  a  title  and  a  plumb  f 

M . 
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M . 

But  foft— retrain  this  turbulence  of  war. 
This  mimic  image  of  the  wordy  bar ; 
Left  you  fhould  feem  to  copy  Henly's  lore. 
Who  gravely  kills  objedions  by  the  fcore. 

Behold  that  wretch,  by  ev'ry  woe  diftrefs'dj>. 
Want  in  his  eye,  and  horror  in  his  brcall ; 
A  thoufand  namelefs  agonies  of  pain 
Kack  ev'ry  nerve,  and  burn  thro'  ev'ry  vein; 
He  lives  to  fufFer,  and  but  fpeaks  to  moan. 
And  numbers  every  minute  by  a  groan. 
Is  he  then  happy  ?  bielt  with  every  joy 
That  glows  on  Cecil's  cheek,  or  Dorfet's  eye  ? 
Shall  we  proclaim  him  bleft,  without  rebuke. 
And  rank  a  martyr'd  beggar  with  a  duke  ? 

A . 

Believe  me,  lir  !  each  mortal  has  his  fear. 
Each  foul  an  anguifn,  and  each  eye  a  tear ; 
Aches,  pains,  and  fevers  every  bn^aft  affail. 
And  haunt  alike  the  city  and  the  vale. 

What  tho'  in  pomp  your  painted  vefTels  roll. 
Fraught  with  the  gems  that  glare  from  pole  to  pole,— 
Tho'  health  aufpicious  gilds  your  every  grace. 
Nerves  the  ftrong  limb,  and  biulhes  o'er  the  face  ; 
Tho'  grac'd  with  all  that  dignity  of  wit 
That  charm'd  in  Viliars,  and  now  charms  in  Pitt; 
PoiTefs'd  of  all  the  eloquence  that  hung 
On  Tully's  lip,  and  drops  from  Murray's  tongue  ; 

Tho' 
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Tho'  all  the  titles,  coronets,  and  ftars. 

That  ftatefmen  aim  at,  and  that  Malton  bears. 

Enrich  your  'fcutcheon,  dignify  your  crell. 

Beam  on  your  coach,  and  blaze  upon  your  breafl ; 

Can  they  forbid  the  fecret  ill  to  glow. 

The  pang  to  torture,  or  the  tear  to  flow  ? 

Confefs  we  then  that  all  the  ills  of  life, 
Difeafes,  grief,  vexations,  follies,  llrife. 
Without  diflinflion  every  foul  perplex. 
Haunt  ev'ry  fcene,  and  prey  on  all  the  fex. 
Yet  let  us  own  that  every  pleafure  too 
That  glads  the  aftive,  and  that  wings  the  flow. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  rich  and  poor. 
Glides  thro'  the  land,  and  knocks  at  ev'ry  door, . 

Hear  then,  without  the  fpecious  pride  of  art, 
A  truth  that  foikes  the  moral  to  the  heart ; 
A  truth  that  liv'd  in  Cato's  patriot-breaft. 
And  bade  a  dying  Socrates  be  bleil:  : 
All,  all,  but  virtue  is  a  fchool-boy's  theme. 
The  air-drefs'd  phantom  of  a  virgin's  dream ; 
A  gilded  toy,  that  homebred  fools  defire. 
That  coxcombs  boail  of,  and  that  mobs  admire  : 
Her  radiant  graces  every  blifs  unfold. 
And  jurn  whate'er  ihe  touches  into  gold. 


THE 
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BIRTH  AND  EDUCATION  OF  GENIUS. 
A      T  A  L  E. 

YE  S,  Harriet  !   fay  whate'er  you  can^  . 
'Tis  education  makes  the  man  : 
Whate'er  of  Genius  we  inherit. 
Exalted  fenfe,  and  lively  fpirit, 
Muft  all  be  difciplin'd  by  rules, 
And  take  their  colour  from  the  fchools. 

'Twas  nature  gave  that  cheek  to  glow^ 
That  breaft  to  rife  in  hills  of  fnow, 
Thofe  fvveetly-temper'd  eyes  to  ftiine 
Above  the  lapphires  of  the  mine. 
But  all  your  more  majefiic  charms. 
Where  grace  prcfides,  v.here  fpirit  warms  j ; 
That  fliape  which  falls  by  juft  degrees. 
And  flows,  into  the  pomp  of  eafc  ; 
That  ftep,  whofe  motion  feems  to  f>vim. 
That  mdting  harmony  of  limb. 
Were  form'd  by  Glover's  fkilful  glance,  • 
At  Chelfea,  vv'hen  you  learnt  to  dance. 

'Tis  fo  v/ith  m.an. — His  talents  reft 
Misfliapen  embrios  in  his  breaft; 
Till  education's  eye  explores 
The  lleeping  intelledual  pow'rs. 

Awakes 
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Awakes  the  dawn  of  wit  and  fenfe. 

And  lights  them  into  excellence. 

On  this  depends  the  patriot-flame. 

The  fine  ingenuous  feel  of  fame. 

The  manly  fpirit,  brave  and  bold, 

Superior  to  the  taint  of  gold. 

The  dj-ead  of  infamy,  the  zeal 

Of  honour,  and  the  public  weal,  . 

And  all  thofe  \irtues  which  prefage 

The  glories  of  a  riiing  age.  % 

But,  leaving  all  thefe  graver  things 
To  ftatefmen,  moralifts,  and  kings, 
Whofe  bulinefs  'tis  fuch  points  to  fettle- 
Ring— -and  bid  Robin  bring  the  kettle. 
Mean  wliile  the  mufe,  whofe  fpcrtive  frrain 
Flows  like  her  voluntary  vein. 
And  impudently  dares  afpire 
To  Ihare  the  wreath  with  Swift  and  Prior, 
Shall  tell  an  allegoric  tale. 
Where  truth  lies  hid  beneath  the  veil. 

One  April-mcrn  as  Phccbus  play'd 
His  cards  in  the  Delphic  fhade, 
A  nymph,  call'd  Fancy,  blithe  and  free. 
The  fav'rite  child  of  Liberty, 
Heard,  as  fhe  rov'd  about  the  plain. 
The  bold  enthufiafvic  ftrain  ; 
She  heard,  and  led  by  warm  defirey 
To  know  the  artiil:  of  the  lyre. 
Crept  foftly  to  a  fweet  alcove. 
Hid  in  the  umbrage  of  the  grove. 

Vol.  L XV.  P  And, 
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And,  peeping  through  the  myrtle,  favv 
A  h^ndfomc:,  young,  celellial  hezu. 
On  nature's  fopha  ilretch*d  along. 
Awaking  harmony,  and  fong. 

Struck  with  his  iine  majeltic  mien. 
As  certain  to  be  lov'd  as  feen. 
Long  ere  the  melting  air  was  o'er 
She  cry'd,  in  extacy.  Encore  j 
And,  what  a  prude  will  think  but  odd. 
Popped  out,  and  curtrcy'd  to  the  Gcd. 
Phoebus,  gallant,  polite,  and  keen  as 
Kach  earth-born  votary  of  Venus, 
Rofe  up,  and  with  a  graceful  air 
Addrefs'd  the  vifionary  fair  ; 
Excus'd  his  morning-diriiabille, 
Complain'd  of  late  he  had  been  ill. 
In  fiiort,  he  gaz'd,  he  bow'd,  he  iigh'd, 
Ke  fung,  he  flatter'd,  prefs'd,  and  ly'd, 
V/ith  fuch  a  witchery  of  art. 
That  Fancy  gave  him  all  her  heart. 
Her  catechifm  quite  forgot. 
And  waited  on  him  to  his  grot. 

In  length  of  time  fiie  bore  a  fon. 
As  brilliant  as  his  fire  the  Sun. 
Pure  sther  was  the  vital  ray 
That  lighted  up  his  finer  clay  ; 
The  nymphs,  the  rofy-finger'd  hours. 
The  dryads  of  the  woods  and  bow'rs. 
The  graces  with  their  loofcn'd  zones, 
Tiie  mufes  with  their  harps  and  crowns. 


Yoi:ng 
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Young  zephyrs  cf  the  foftell  wing. 
The  loves  that  wait  upon  the  fpring. 
Wit  with  his  gay  afTociate  mirth. 
Attended  at  the  infant's  birth. 
And  faid.  Let  Genius  be  his  name. 
And  his  the  fairell  wreath  of  fame. 

The  goffips  gone,  the  chrift'ning  o'er^, 
And  Genius  now  "twixt  three  and  four, 
Phcebus,  according  to  the  rule, 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  fon  to  fchool : 
And,  knowing  well  the  tricks  of  youth, 
Refign'd  him  to  the  matron  Truth, 
Whofe  hut,  unknown  to  pride  and  pelf,  was 
Near  his  own  oracle  at  Delpi'ios. 
The  rev'rend  dame,  who  found  the  clrild 
A  little  m.ifchievous,  and  wild. 
Taught  him.  at  firft  to  fpeli  and  read, 
To  fay  his  prayers,  and  get  his  creed— 
Wou'd  often  tell  him  of  the  iky. 
And  what  a  crime  it  is  to  lye. 
She  chid  him  when  he  did  amifs. 
When  well,  £he  blefs'd  him  witii  a  kifs. 
Her  fiirer  Temp'rance,  fage,  and  quiet, 
Prefided  at  his  meals  and  diet  : 
She  watch'd  him  with  religious  care. 
And  fed  him  with  the  fimplefc  fare  j 
"Wou'd  never  let  the  urchin  c.it 
Of  pickled  pork,  or  butcher's  meat. 
But  what  of  aliment  earth  yields 
In  gardens,  orchards,  vvocds,  and  iields ; 

P  3  Whate'er 
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Whate'er  of  vegetable  wealth 

Wus  cultur'd  by  the  hand  of  health. 

She  cropp'd  and  drefs'd  it,  as  fhe  knew  well. 

In  many  a  mefs  of  foup  and  gruel  ; 

And  now  and  then,  to  cheer  his  heart, 

Indulg'd  him  with  a  Sunday's  tart. 

A  lufty  peafant  chanc'd  to  dwell 
Hard  by  the  folitary  cell  : 
His  name  was  Labour. --Ere  the  dawn 
Had  broke  upon  the  upland -lawn. 
He  hied  him  to  his  daily  toil. 
To  turn  the  glebe,  or  mend  the  foil. 
Wiih  him  young  Genius  oft  wou'd  go 
O'er  dreary  vs^ftes  of  ice  and  fnow. 
With  rapture  climb  the  cloud-topt  hill. 
Or  wade  acrofs  the  fhallow  rill  ; 
Or  thro'  th'  entangled  wood  purfue 
The  foctfieps  of  a  Ilraggling  ewe. 
By  thefe  fatigues  he  got  at  length 
Robailnefs,  and  athletic  llrength; 
J^pirits  as  light  as  flies  the  gale 
Along  the  lilly-filver'd  vale. 
The  cherub  health,  of  dimple  fleck, 
Sat  radiant  on  his  rofy  cheek. 
And  gave  each  nerve's  elaflic  fpring 
The  vigour  of  an  eaglet's  wing. 

Time  now  had  roll'd,  with  fmootli  career. 
Oar  hero  thro'  his  feventh  year. 
'I'ho'  in  a  ruftic  cottage  bred. 
The  bufy  imp  had  thought  and  read  : 
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He  knew  th'  adventures,  one  by  one. 

Of  Robin  Hood  and  Little  John  ; 

Cou'd  frng  with  ipirit,  warmth,  and  grace. 

The  woeful  hunt  of  Chevy  Chace  ; 

And  how  St.  George,  his  fiery  nag  on, 

Deftroy'd  the  vail  Egyptian  dragon. 

Chief  he  admir'd  that  learned  piece 

Wrote  by  the  fabuliil  of  Greece, 

Where  wifdom  fpeaks  in  crows  and  cocks. 

And  cunning  fneaks  into  a  fox. 

In  fliort,  as  now  his  op'ning  parts. 

Ripe  for  the  culture  of  the  arts. 

Became  in  ev'ry  hour  acuter, 

Apollo  look'd  out  for  a  tutor ; 

But  had  a  world  of  pains  to  find 

This  artiil:  of  the  human  mind. 

For,  in  good  truth,  full  many  an  afs  wai 

Among  the  doctors  of  ParnaiTus, 

Who  fcarce  had  ftcill  enough  to  teach 

Old  Lilly's  elements  of  f^iecfch  ; 

And  knew  as  much  of  men  and  morals 

As  doclor  Rock  of  ores  and  corals. 

At  bngth,  with  much  of  thought  and  care. 

He  found  a  mailer  for  his  heir  ; 

A  learned  min,  adroit  to  fpeak 

Pure  Latin,  and  your  attic  Greek  ; 

Wdl  knov/n  in  all  the  courts  of  fame. 

And  Criticifm  v%'as  his  name. 

Beneath  a  tutor  keen  and  fine  as 
Or  Arillotle,  or  Longinus, 

P  ^  Een-.ith 


214  C  AWT  HORN'S     POEMS. 

Beneath  a  lynx's  eye  that  faw 

The  flighted  literary  flaw. 

Young  Genius  trod  the  path  of  knowledge. 

And  grew  the  wonder  of  the  college. 

Old  authors  were  his  bofom  friends-— 

He  had  them  at  his  fin^ers'-ends— 

o 

Became  an  acc'rate  imitator 
Of  truth,  propriety,  and  nature  ;     , 
Difplay'd  in  every  jud  remark 
The  llrong  fagaclty  of  Clark  ; 
And  pointed  out  the  falfe  and  true 
With  all  the  fun-beams  of  Boilu. 
But  tho'  tliis  critic-fage  refin'd 
His  pupil's  intelle'flual  mhid. 
And  gave  him  all  that  keen  difccrning 
Which  marks  the  character  of  learning,; 
Yet,- as  he  read  with  much  cf  glee 
I'he  trifles  of  antiquity. 
And  Bentley-like  would  vmte  epilHes 
About  the  origin  of  whifiles  ; 
The  fcholar  took  his  mailer's  trim. 
And  grew  identically  him  ; 
Employ 'd  a  world  of  pains  to  teach  us 
What  naLOTi  firft  invented  breeches  ; 
Allerted  that  the  Roman  focks 
Were  broider'd  with  a  pair  cf  clocks  ; 
That  Capua  ft^rv'd  up  v/ith  her  viftuals 
An  olio  cf  Venafran  pickles  ; 
That  Sifv'gan-.bis  drefrd  in  blue. 
And  wore  iicr  treiTes  in  a  tjucue. 
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In  ftiort,  he  knew  what  Paulus  Jovius, 
Salmafius,  Grsvius,  and  Gronovius, 
Have  faid  in  fifty  folio  volumes. 
Printed  by  Elzevir  in  columns. 

Apollo  faw,  with  pride  and  joy. 
The  vail  improvement  of  his  boy  ; 
But  yet  had  more  than  flight  fufpicion. 
That  all  this  load  of  erudition 
Might  overlay  his  parts  at  once. 
And  turn  him  out  a  letter'd  dunce. 
He  faw  the  lad  had  fill'd  his  fenfc 
With  things  of  little  confequence ; 
That  tho'  he  read,  with  application, 
The  V,  Its  of  every  age  and  nation. 
And  could,  \\dth  nice  precifion,  reach 
The  boldeft  metaphors  of  fpeech  ; 
Yet  v/arp'd  too  much,  in  truth's  def.ance, 
From  real  to  ficftitious  fcience. 
He  was,  with  all  his  pride  and  parts> 
A  mere  mechanic  in  the  arts, 
Tliat  mcafures  v/ith  a  rule  and  line 
V.'iiat  nature  meant  for  great  and  fine. 

Phoebus,  who  faw  it  right  and  wife  was 
To  counteract  this  fatal  bias. 
Took  heme  his  ion  with  mighty  hafce, 
And  fent  him  to  the  fchool  of  Talie. 
'i  his  fchool  v/as  built  by  v/ealth  and  peace. 
Some  ages  fmcc,  in  elder  Greece, 
Juil  when  the  Sta^  yrite  had  writ 
His  leilures  on  the  pow'rs  of  wit.     . 

P  4  Here, 
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Here,  flufli'd  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth. 

Sat  beauty  in  the.  fhrine  of  truth. 

Here,  all  the  finer  arts  were  feen 

AiTembled  round  their  virgin  queen. 

Here,  fculpture  one  bolder  plan 

Ennobled  marble  into  man. 

Here,  m.ulic,  with  a  foul  on  fire, 

ImpalTion'd,  breath'd  along  the  lyre  ; 

And  here,  the  painter-mufe  difplay'd 

Diviner  forms  of  light  and  fhade. 

But,  fuch  the  fate,  as  Kefiod  fmgs, 

Of  all  our  fublunary  things. 

When  now  the  Turk,  with  fword  and  halters. 

Had  drove  religion  from  her  altars^ 
And  delug'd  with  a  fea  of  blood 
The  academic  dome  and  wood  ; 
Affrighted  Tafte,  with  wings  unfurl'd. 
Took  refuge  in  the  weflern  world  ; 
And  fettled  on. the  Tufcan  main. 
With  all  the  mufes  in  his  train. 

In  this  calm  fcene,  where  Xaife  withdrew. 
And  Science  trimm'd  her  lamp  anew ; 
Young  Genius  rang'd  in  every  part 
The  vifionary  worlds  of  art. 
And  from  their  finifh'd  forms  refm'd 
His  own  congenial  v/armlh  of  mind, 
.  And  learn'd  with  happy,  ikill  to  trace 
The  magic  powers  of  eafe  and  grace  : 
His  ftylc  rrew  delicately  fine, 
Hii  numltTs  fiow'd  along  his  line. 


His 
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His  periods  manly,  full,  and  ftrong. 
Had  all  the  harmony  of  fong. 
Whene'er  his  images  betray'd 
Too  ilrong  a  light,  too  weak  a  fhadet 
Or  in  the  graceful  and  the  grand 
Confefs'd  inelegance  of  hand. 
His  noble  mailer,  who  cou'd  fpy 
The  fiighteft  fault  with  half  an  eye. 
Set  right  by  one  ethereal  touch, 
Vv^hat  feem'd  too  little  or  too  much  ; 
Till  every  attitude  and  air 
Arofe  fupremely  full  and  fair. 

Genius  was  now  among  his  betters 
Diilinguilli'd  as  a  man  of  letters. 

There  wanted  ilill,  to  make  him  pleafe. 

The  fplendor  of  addrefs  and  eafe. 

The  foul-enchanting  mien  and  air. 

Such  as  we  fee  in  Grofvenor-Square, 
When  Lady  Charlotte  fpcaks  and  moves. 

Attended  by  a  fvvarm  of  loves. 

Ge K I  u s  had ^got,  to  fay  the  truth, 

A  m.anner  aukward  and  uncouth  ; 

Sure  fate  of  all  who  love  to  dv/tll 

In  Vvifdom's  folitary  cell  : 

So  much  a  ciov/n  in  gait,  and  laugh. 

He  vvanted  but  a  fcrip  and  ilafF; 

And  fuch  a  beard  as  hung  in  candles 

Dov/n  to  Diogenes's  fandals. 

And  planted  all  his  chin  thick. 

To  be  like  him  a  dirty  cynic. 

Atio 
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Apollo,  who,  to  do  him  right. 
Was  alv/ays  perfccll y  polite, 
Chagrin'd  to  fee  his  Ton  and  heir 
Dilhonour'd  by  his  gape  and  ftare, 
Relblv'd  to  fend  him  to  Verfailles, 
To  learn  a  minuet  of  Marfcillcs  : 
But  Venus,  who  had  deeper  reading 
In  all  tlie  myileries  of  breeding, 
Obfcrv'd  to  Phoebus,  that  the  name 
Of  fop  and  Frenchman  was  the  fame. 
French  manners  were,  fhe  faid,  a  thing  u  hick 
Thofe  grave  mifguided  fools,  the  Englilh, 
Had,  in  defpite  of  common  {2n(c, 
rvliftook  for  manly  excellence  ; 
Ey  which  their  nation  Itrangely  funk  is. 
And  half  their  nobles  turn'd  to  monkies. 
She  thought  it  better,  as  the  cafe  was. 
To  fend  young  Genius  to  the  graces : 
Thofe  fweet  divinities,  flie  faid, 
Wou'd  form  him  in  the  myrtle  4hade  ; 
And  teach  him  more,  in  half  an  hour. 
Than  Lewis  or  his  Pompadour. 

Phcebus  agreed — the  graces  took 
Their  noble  pupil  from  his  book, 
Allovv'd  him  at  their  fide  to  rove 
Along  their  own  domeilic  grove, 
Amidli  the  found  of  melting  lyres. 
Soft-wreathing  fmiles,  and  young  defires  : 
And  when  confin'd  by  winds  or  fh&vv''rs. 
Within  their  amaranthine  bow'rs. 


They 
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They  taught  liim  with  addrefs  and  jkiil 
To  {liiiic  at  ombre  and  quadrille  ; 
Or  let  him  read  an  ode  cr  play. 
To  wing  the  gloomy  hour  away. 

Genius  was  charm'd — divinely  plac'd 
'?vlidn:  beauty,  wit,  politenefs,  talle ; 
And,  having  every  hour  before  him 
The  feneft  models  of  decorum. 
His  m.anners  took  a  fairer  ply, 
Exprefficn  kindled  in  his  eye  ; 
His  geiuire  difengag'd,  and  clean. 
Set  off  a  fine  majeilic  mien  ; 
And  gave  his  happy  pow'r  to  pleafe 
The  noblefl  elegance  of  eaf^. 

Thus,  by  the  difcipline  cf  art. 
Genius  fhone  out  in  head  and  heart, 
form.'d  from  his  firfc  fair  bloom  cf  youth. 
By  Temp'rance  and  her  filler  Truth, 
He  knew  the  fcientiiic  page 
Of  every. clime  and  every  age  ; 
Kad  learnt  with  crilic-ikiil  to  rein 
The  wildnefs  of  his  native  vein  ; 
That  critic-ikill,  tho*  cool  and  challe, 
Reun'd  beneath  the  eye  cf  Ta!le  ; 
His  unforbidding  mien  and  -air. 
His  aukward  gait,  his  haughty  flare. 
And  every  ftain  that  wit  dcbafes. 
Were  melted  oiF  among  the  graces ; 
And  Genius  rofe,  in  form  and  mind. 
The  ^rll,  the  greatcft  cf  mai;kind. 

A  LETTER 
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A 

LETTER  TO  A  CLERGYMAN, 

tJCCASIONED      BY      A 

REPORT  OF  HIS  PATRON'S  BEING  MADS 
ONE  OF  THE  LORDS  COMMISSIONERS  OF 
THE  GREAT  SEAL,  1756. 

F  fame,  dear  Mun  !   the  truth  reveals. 
Your  friend,  the  baron,  has  the  feals. 
With  two  compeers,  his  reverend  brothers,— 
Willes  and  Sir  Eardly  are  the  others. 

Juftice,  who  long  had  feen  impreft 
Her  faireil  image  on  his  breaft, 
Plac'd  him  her  fubflitute,  to  awe 
The  nation  on  her  bench  of  law  1 
And  now,  to  make  her  work  complete. 
Has  thron'd  him  on  her  mercy-feat. 

I'll  hold  you,  Mun  !   an  iioneft  guinea. 
That  pell  ambition's  bufy  in  you  ; 
You  mind  no  more  your  little  crops. 
Nor  ever  alk  the  price  of  hops ; 
Nor  grieve  about  fuch  idle  things 
As  half  the  trumpj>,  and  all  the  kings  : 
But,  blell  each  night  with  objecls  brighter. 
Behold  a  viiionary  mitre  ; 
And  fee  the  verger  near  you  Hand 
MajelHc  with  his  filver  wand. 

Weil- 
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Well— if,  as  matters  now  foretel  it. 
It  is  your  fate  to  be  a  prelate  ; 
Tho',  loth  to  lofe  the  comic  ftrain. 
The  fong,  and  ev'ry  mirthful  vein. 
Which  oft  have  made  me  full  of  glee. 
And  kept  my  fpirits  up  till  three  ; 
Yet,  fond  to  fee,  when  pray'rs  begin, 

E d,  thy  heteroclite  chin. 

With  all  that  venerable  bufh  on, 
Repofing  on  a  velvet  cufliion  ; 
I  would  the  man  of  humour  quit. 
And  think  the  bifhop  worth  the  wit. 

But,  hark  you,  L r  !  as  you  mean 

To  be  a  bilkop,   or  a  dean. 

And  muft,  of  courfe,  look  grave,  and  big, 

I'd  have  you  get  a  better  wig  : 

You  know  full  well  when,  cheek  by  jole, 
V/e  waited  on  his  grace  at  Knowl ; 

Tho'  that  trim  artift,  barber  Jackfon, 

iipent  a  whole  hour  about  your  caxon. 

With  irons  hot,  and  fingers  plaftic. 

To  make  it  look  ecclefiaftic  ; 

With  all  his  pains,  and  combs,  and  care. 

He  fcarce  cou'd  curl  a  fmgle  hair. 
It  wou'd  be  right  too,  let  me  tell  you. 

To  buy  a  gown  of  new  prunella  ; 

And  bid  your  maid,  the  art  who  knows. 

Repair  your  cailock  at  the  elbows. 
Lord  !  what  a  fudden  alteration 

Will  wait  on  your  exalted  Ration  ! 

Cawthorn, 
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Cavvthorn,  too  proud  a  prince  to  flatter, 

Vv'ho  calls  thee  nought  but  Mun  and  L ' — r^  , 

Vv'iJl  now  put  on  a  i'ofter  mien. 

And  learn  to  lifp  out  Mr.  Dean  ; 

Or,  if  ;\'ou're  made  a  mitred  peer, 

Hunibly  intreat  your  grace's  ear. 

Poor  Adams  too,  will  funk,  and  flare. 

And  trembling  ileal  behind  your  chair  ; 

Or  die,  with  holy  zeal  addrefling. 

Drop  on  his  knees,  and  afk  your  blefling. 
And  new,  my  worthy  friend  !  ere  yet 

We  read  it  in  tlie  next  Gazette, 

That  Tuefday  laH  a  royal  writ 

Was  fent  by  Secretary  Pitt 

To  all  and  fmgular  the  ftalls. 

Prebendal  in  the  church  of  Paul's, 

Cornmaiiding  them  to  choofe  and  name 

A  bi.hop  of  unfpotted  fame  ; 

And  warmly  recommending  thee 
As  prelate  of  the  vacant  fee  ; 
It  will  not '  3  amifs  to  know 
Before -hand  whnt  you  have  to  do. 

Firft,  as  you'll  want  a  grave  divine 
To  wait  upon  you  when  you  dine. 
To  guard  your  kit"!. en  from  diforders. 
And  fchool  the  youths  v/ho  come  for  orders  ; 
Take  not  an  academic  faplin. 

But,  for  your  life,  make  S n  chaplain. 

He's  tall,  and  folemn,"foft  and  Ileek, 
Well  read  in  Latin,  arid  in  Greek ; 

A  propex 
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A  proper  man  to  tell  the  clerum 
About  Eufebius,  and  St.  Jerom  ; 
And  wou'd  as  foon  a  iiend  embrace  as 
Give  up  a  jot  of  Athanafius. 

Then,  as  to  what  a  bifhop  fleeces. 
In  procurations,  lines,  and  leafes. 
And  hoarding  up  a  world  of  pelf, 
You'll  want  no  fteward  but  yourfelf : 
For,  faith  1  your  lordfhip  has  great  Hiill  in 
The  virtues  of  a  fplendid  fnilling ; 
And  know,  as  well  as  Child  and  Hoare  *, 
That  two  and  two  will  make  up  four. 


*  Two  Bankers. 
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REGULATION   of   the   PASSIONTi^ 

THE    SOURCE    OF 

HUMAN     HAPPINESS. 

A    MORAL     E  S  S  A  Y. 

Dunque  ne  1'  LTo  per  cui  fur  concelTe 
'  L'  impieglii  il  roggio  Duce,  c  le  govcrni  : 
Et  a  fuo  Scnno  or  tepide,  or  ardenti, 
Le  fuccia  :  et  or  le  affretti,  ct  or  le  ailentl. 

T  A  s  s  0 . 

^yES,  yes,  dear  floic  !  hide  it  as  you  can, 

A     The  iphere  of  pleafure  is  the  iphcre  of  maa  : 
Tiiis  warms  our  wifhes,  animates  cur  toil. 
And  forms  alike  a  Newton,  or  an  Hoyle  ; 
Gives  all  the  foul  to  all  the  foul  regards, 
Wh.ether  fhe  deal  in  planets,  or  in  cards. 

In  every  human  breaft  there  lives  enihrin'd 
Some  atom  pregnant  v/ith  th'  ethereal  mind  ; 
Some  plaftic  pow'r,  fome  intelledtual  ray. 
Some  genial  fun-beam  from  the  fource  of  day  ; 
Som.ething  that,  warm  and  refllefs  to  afpire. 
Works  the  young  heart,  and  fets  the  foul  on  fire. 
And  bids  us  all  our  inborn  pow'rs  employ 
To  catch  the  phantom  of  ideal  joy. 

Were 


ON  THE  REGULATION  OF  THE  PASSIONS,  zzr 

Were  it  not.fo,  the  foul,  all  dead  and  lofl:. 
Like  the  tall  cliff  beneath  th'  impaffive  froft, 
■Form'd  for  no  end,  and  impotent  to  pleaie, 
Wou'd  lie  inactive  on  the  couch  of  eafe  ; 
And,  heedlefs  of  proud  fame's  immortal  lav. 
Sleep  all  her  dull  divinity  away- 

And  yet,  let  but  a  zephyr's  breath  begin 
To  ftir  the  latent  excellence  within—  - 
Wak'd  in  that  moment's  elemental  llrif^, 
Impaflion'd  genius  feels  the  breath  of  life  ; 
Th'  expanding  heart  delights  to  leap  and  glou'. 
The  pulfe  to  kindle,-  and  the  tear  to  flov/ : 
Strong  and  mere  ftrong  the  light  celeftial  ihines^ 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and  each  fenfe  refines^  ' 
Till  all  the  foul,  full  op'ning  to  the  flame. 
Exalts  to  virtue  what  Ih.e  felt  for  fame. 
Hence,  jail  as  nature  points  the  kindred  nrc,. 
One  plies,  the  pencil,  one  awakes  the  lyre ; 
This,  with  an  Haliey's  luxury  of  foul. 
Calls  the  wild  needle  back  upon  the  pole. 
Maps  Iwilf  the  winds,  and  gives  the  kil  to  fiy 
In  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  araic  fl:y  ; 
V/hile  he  wiiofe  vaft  capacious  mind  explores 
All  nature's  fcenes,  and  nrtture's  God  adores, 
Skill'din  each  arag  the  varying  world  provides. 
All  earth  embcfoms^  and  all  ocean  hides; 
Expels,^  like  Keberden,  tlie  young  diu-afe. 
And  foftens  anguifn  to  the  faiiic  of  cafe. 

The  paflions  then  all  human  \  Irtue  gi'.e. 
Fill  up  the  fculy  and  lend  her  ftrength  to  live 

Vol.  LXV.  <^  T 
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To  them  we  owe  fair  truth's  unfpottcd  page,. 
The  gen 'reus  patriot,  and  the  mora]  {ao^^c  ;, 
The  hand,  that  forms  the  geometric  line, 
The  eye  that  pierces  thro'  th'  unbcwell'd  mine. 
The  tongue  that  thunders  eloquence  along;,. 
And  the  fine  ear  that  melts  it  into  fong. 

And  yet  thefe  paffions  which,  on  nature's  plan:y. 
Call  out  the  hero  while  they  form  the  man,. 
Warp'd  from  the  facred  line  that  nature  gave,. 
As  meanly  ruin  as  they  nobly  fave. 
Th'  ethereal  foul  that  heav'n  itfelf  infpires 
Vv'ith  all  its  virtues,  and  with  all  its  fires. 
Led  by  thefe  fyrens  to  fome  wild  extreme. 
Sets  in  a  vapour  when  it  ought  to  beam  ; 
Tike  a  Dutch  fun  that  in  the  autumnal  (ley 
Looks  thro'  a  fog,  and  rifes  but  to  die. 
But  he  whofe  aftive,  uncncnmber'd  mind 
Leaves  tliis  low  earth,  and  all  its  milts  behind. 
Fond  in  a  pure  unclouded  fky  to  glow. 
Like  the  bright  orb  that  rifcs  on  the  Po, 
O'er  half  the  globe  v/ith  ftcady  'fplendor  fliincs. 
And  ripens  virtues  as  it  ripens  mines. 

Whoever  thinks,  muft  fee  that  man  was  made 
To  face  the  ftorra,  not  larguifli  ia  the  fliade  : 
AiTtion'shis  AVnere,  and,  for  that  fplicrc  defign'd* 
Eternal  pleafares  open  on  his  mind. 
F'  r  this,  fair  hope  leads  on  th'  impaflion'd  foul 
Thro'  Hfe's  wild  labyrinths  to  her  diihant  goal ; 
1  r/.nts  in  each  dream,  to  fan  the  genial  flame. 
The  pomp  of  riches,  aad  the  pride  of  fame ; 

Or 


ON  THE  REGULATION  OF  TiTE  PASSIONS,  zx-j 

Or  fondly  gives  reflection's  cooler  eye 
A  glance,  an  image  of  a  future  f^:y. 

Yet,  tho'  kind  iieav'n  points  out  th'  unerring  roadj 
That  leads  thro'  nature  up  to  biiii  and  God ; 
Spite  of  that  God,  and  all  his  voice  divine. 
Speaks  in  the  heart,  or  teaches  from  the  ihrine> 
iVian,  feebly  vain,,  and  impotently  wiie, 
Pii'dams  tlie  manna  fent  him  from  the  ikies  ; 
Tailelefs  of  all  tliat  virtue  gives  to  pleafe. 
For  thought  too  active,  and  too  mad  for  cafe^ 
From  wilh  to  wifn  in  life's  mad  vortex  tell. 
For  ever  ilruggling,  and  for  ever  ioil ; 
He  fcorns  religion,  tho'  her  leraphs  call. 
And  lives  in  rapture,  or  net  lives  at  all. 

And  now,  ki:  looie  to  all  our  hopes  and  fcar£> 
As  pridi  -infpirits,  or  ambition  tears. 
From  ev- ry  tie,  from  ev'ry  dury  freed^. 
Without  a  balance,  and  without  a  creed,, 
pead  ev'ry  lenfe,  each  particl'j  divine. 
And  all  the  man  embruted  in  ihe  fwine ;, 
Thefe  drench  in  luxury's  ambtofial  bov,i 
Reafon's  laft  fpajk,  and  drain  otF  all  tlic  fciil. 
Thofe  for  vain  wealth  ily  on  from  pole  to  pole. 
Where  v.inds  can  waft  ihem,.  and  where  feas  can  roll'. 
While  others,  weoj-ied.  with,  the  farce  of  povv  'r. 
Or  mad  with  riot  in  the  midnight  hour, 
Witl>  Spain's  proud  monarch  to  a  cell  rciire>. 
Or,  Nero  like,  fet  half  tlic  globe  on  fire. 

Stretch'd  on  high-tovs/'ring  Dover's  {;indy  bcd,^ 
Wimout  a  coilin,  and  without  a  head  ; 
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A  dirty  fail-cloth  o'er  his  body  thrown, 
I3y  marks  of  mifcry  almoil  unknown. 
Without  a  friend  to  pity,  or  to  five, 
AVithcut  a  dirge  to  confecrate  the  grave. 

Great  Suffolk  lies he  who  for  years  had  Hionc, 

England's  fi.xth   Kenry  !   nearcft  to  thy  throne. 

\yiiat  boots  it  now,  that  lifl'ning  fenntcs  hung 

All  ear,  all  rapture  on  \v.s  angel-tongue  ? 

Ah  I  what  avails  th'  enormous  blaze  between 

I  lis  dawn  of  glory,  and  his  clofing  fccne  ! 

When  haughty  France  his  hcav'n-born  pow'rs  ador'd. 

And  Anjou^s  princefs  flicath'd  Britanni^-'s  fword  ! 

Afk  ye  what  bold  confpiracy  opprefl: 

A  chief  fo  honour'd,  and  a  chief  fo  hlc{\:  ? 

Why,  lull  of  povver,   that  wreck'd  his  rifmg  flime 

On  courts'  vain  fhallows,  and  the  gulph  of  Piiame  : 

A  Glo'fter's  murder,  and  a  nation's  wrongs, 

Call'd  loud  for  vengeance  with  ten  thcufand  tongues ; 

And  harten'd  death,  on  Albion's  chalky  Ilrand, 

To  end  the  exile  by  a  pirate's  hand. 

Pleafurc,  my  friend  !  on  this  fide  folly  lies ; 
It  may  be  vig'rous,  but  it  mufl  be  wife  : 
And  when  our  organs  once  that  end  attain. 
Each  ftep  beyond  it  is  a  ftcp  to  pain. 
For  afic  the  man  vvhofe  appetites  purfue 
Each  loofe  Roxana  of  the  flew  ; 
Who  cannot  eat  till  luxury  refine 
His  tafle,  and  teach  him  how  to  dine  ; 
V/ho  cannot  drink  till  Spain's  rich  vintage  flow, 
Mix'd  with  the  coolnefs  of  DecciTiber's  fnow  : 

Afk 
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Afk  him,  if  all  thofe  extafies  that  move 

The  pulls  cf  rapture,  ari  the  rage  of  love. 

When  wine,  wit,  woman,  all  their  pow'rs  employ. 

And  ev'ry  i'xink  is  loft  in  ev'ry  joy. 

E'er  fiird  his  heart,  and  beam'd  upon  his  breafl 

Content's  full  funfhine,  with  the  calm  of  reft  ? 

No virtue  only  gives  fair  peace  to  Ihine, 

And  health,  O  lacred  temperance  !  is  thine. 
Hence  the  poor  peafant,  whofe  laborious  fpade 
Rids  the  rough  crag  of  half  its  heath  and  fiiadc. 
Peels  in  the  quiet  of  his  genial  nights 
A  blifs  more  genuine  than  the  club  at  White's  : 
And  has  in  full  exchange  for  fame  and  wealth, 
Herculean  vigour,  and  eternal  health. 

Of  blooming  genius,  judgment,  wit,  pofTefs'd, 
By  poets  envied,,  and  by  peers  carefs'd  ; 
By  royal  mercy  fav'd  from  legal  doom. 
With  rcyd  favour  crcwn'd  for  years  to  come, 
O  hadft  thou.  Savage  !  known  thy  lot  to  prize. 
And  facred  held  fair  friendlliip's  gen'rous  ties ; 
Hadft  thou,  fincere  to  v/ifdom,  virtue,  truth, 
Curb'd  the  wild  fillies  of  impetuous  youth; 
Had  but  thy  life  been  equal  to  thy  lays. 
In  vain  had  envy  ftrove  to  blaft  thy  bays  ; 
In  vain  thy  mother's  unrelenting  pride 
Had  ftrove  to  pufn  thee  helplcfs  from  her  f-de  ; 
Fair  competence  had  lent  her  genial  dov/'r. 
And  fmiling  peace  adorn'd  thy  evening-hour  ; 
True  pleafure  would  have  led  thee  to  her  ft^rine. 
And  every  friend  to  merit  had  been  thine, 

0^3  BIrfsM 


ijo  C  AWT'HOTl'N's    POEMS. 

Blefs'd  wkh  the  choicefl  boon  that  heav'n  can  give. 
Thou  then  hadft  learnt  with  dignity  to  live  ; 
The  fcorn  of  wealth,  the  threats  of  uant  to  brave. 
Nor  fought  from  prifon  a  refuge  in  the  grave. 

Th'  immortal  Rembrant  all  his  pi(f^ures  made 
Soft  ?.s  their  union  into  light  and  (hade  : 
Whene'er  his  colours  wore  too  bric^ht  an  air, 
A  kindred  (hadovv  took  off  .all  the  plare  ; 
Whene'er  that  fhadow,  carelcfsly  embrown'd. 
Stole  on  the  tints,  and  breath'd  a  gloom  around, 
Th'  attentive  artift  threw  a  warmer  dye. 
Or  call'd  a  glory  from  a  pidur'd  fky  ; 
Till  both  th'  oppofmg  pov/ers  mix'd  in  one. 
Cool  as  the  night,  and  brilliant  as  the  fun. 

Pafficns,  like  colours,  have  their  ftrength  anO  cafc^ 
Thofe  too  inf.pid,  and  too  gaudy  thefe  : 
Some  on  the  he?j:t,  like  Spagnoletti's,  throw 
Fictitiouf;  horrors,  and  a  weight  of  woe  ; 
Some,  like  Aibano's,  catch  from  ev'ry  ray 
Too  ftrong  a  funihine,  and  too  "rich  a  day^ 
Others,  with  Carlo's  Magdalens,  require 
A  quicker  fpirit,  aiid  a  touch  of  fire  ; 
Or  want-,  perhaps,  tho'  of  celcfiial  race, 
Corregio's  foftnefs,  and  a  Guido's  grace. 

Wou'dH  thou  then  reach  what  Rembrant's  genius  knev*-, 
And  live  the  model  that  his  pencil  drew. 
Form  all  thy  life  with  all  his  warmth  divine. 
Great  as  his  plan,  and  faultlefs  as  his  line; 
Let  all  thypanicns,  like  his  eolours,  play. 
Strong  with;;ut  harliineG,  without  glaring  gay  : 

Contrail 


O^N^  THE  REGULATION  0^  Ttf^  1> ASSIGNS.  23' 

Contrail  them,  curb  them,  fpread  them,  or  confine. 

Ennoble  thefe,  and  thofe  forbid  to  ihine  ; 

With  cooler  fhades  ambition's  iire  allay. 

And  mildly  melt  the  pomp  of  pride  away; 

Her  rainbow-robe  from  vanity  remove. 

And  foften  malice  with  the  fmile  of  love ; 

-Bid  o'er  revenge  the  charities  prevail. 

Nor  let  a  grace  be  feen  without  a  vail  : 

So  fhalt  thou  live  as  heaV'n  itfelf  defign'd. 

Each  pulfc  congenial  with  th'  informing  mind, 

'Each  action  ftation'd  in  its  proper  place, 

■Each  virtue  blooming  with  its  native  grace> 

Each  paffion  vigorous  to  its  jull  degree, 

-And  the  fiiir  whole  a  pcrfed  fymmecry. 
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THE      LOTTERY. 

INSCRIBED    TO    MISS     H . 

CAWTKORN  had  once  a  mind  to  fix 
His  carcafe  in  a  coach  and  fix. 
And  live,  if  his  eilate  would  bear  it. 
On  turtle,  ortolans,  and  cKarct  : 
For  this  he  went,  at  fortune's  call. 
To  wait  upon  her  at  Guildhall ; 
That  is,  like  many  other  thick  wits. 
He  bought  a  fcore  of  Lottery  Tickets, 
And  faw  them  rife  in  dreadful  ranks 
Converted  to  a  fcore  of  blanks. 

Amaz'd,  and  vex'd  to  find  his  fchcme 
Deiufive  as  a  midnight  dream. 
He  curs'd  the  goddefs  o'er  and  o'er, 
CalPd  her  a  mercena-vy  where  ;  - 
Swore  that  her  dull  capricious  fenfe 
Was  always  dup'd  by  impudence. 
That  men  of  wit  were  but  her  tools. 
And  all  her  favours  were  for  fooh'. 

Ke  faid,  and  with  an  angry  gripe 
Snatch'd  up  his  fpeculative  pipe  ; 
And,  that  he  might  his  grief  allay, 
lltad  half  a  page  in  Seneai. 

When,  io  1  a  phantom,  tall,  and  thirt, 
Knock'd  at  the  dcor^  and  enter'd  in: 
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She  wore  a  party-colcur'd  robe. 
And  feem'd  to  tread  upon  a  globe  — 
"V^'hifk'd  round  the  room  with  haughty  air. 
And  tofs'd  into  an  elbow  chair. 
I'hen  v/ith  a  bold  terrific  loo'c. 
Which  made  the  doctor  drop  his  book, 
Addrefs'd  him  thus  :     Thou  wicket  varlet  ! 
Art  not  afham'd  to  call  me  harlot  ? 
Why,  what's  thy  confequence  and  parts. 
Thy  ikiil  in  letters,  or  in  arts. 
That  I,  poor  Fortuiie  !  mull  be  leftur'd, 
Kick'd,  bully'd,  curs'd,  abus'd,  and  hector'd, 
Becaufe,  forfooth---a  fever  roall  thee,— 
.  Thou'rt  not  fo  wealthy  as  Da  Cofta  ? 

However,  as  thou  hall:  fome  virtues. 
And  know'li:  my  fav'rite  Tom  Curteis, 
I'll  point  thee  out  a  way  to  be 
Almoft  as  rich  a  man  as  he. 

Send  to  the  bank  this  day  and  buy 
Ten  Tickets  in  the  Lottery  ; 
And  bid  your  honeil  friend,  the  broker, 

Endcrfe  the  name  of  M —  H ; 

The  facred  numbers  then  confign 
Devoutly  to  the  fair-one's  ihrine  : 
That  is,  in  humbler  rhetoric, 
Prefent  them  by  your  fcotman  Dick, 
And  tell  her,  in  a  billet-doux, 
•"  My  dear,  thefe  Tickets  are  for  you, 
''   An  ofrcring  from  an  heart  that's  fplic 
"  Afunder  by  your  kn{r  and  wit, 
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**   Yet  has  the  grace,  to  tell  you  true, 
**  To  keep  its  own  dear  ends  in  view, 
*'  And  therefore  hopes  you'll  not  forget 
*'  To  give  me  half  of  what  you  get." 

My  life  on't.  Jemmy,  thou'lt  be  great-— 
Pive  thoufand  pounds  !  —  a  good  eftatc  ; 
For  be  aflur'd  that,  tho'  the  poets. 
The  fmall  philolbphers,  and  no-wits. 
Pretend  that  I'm  to  worth  unkind. 
And  impudently  paint  me^bHnd, 
.1  )'et  can  fee  thy  charmer's  merit. 
Her  tartc,  her  dignity,  and  fpirit ; 
ilavc  often  liften'd  to  her  fong. 
And  ilole  perfuafion  from  her  tongue  ; 
And  am  refolv'd,  tho'  all  the  fhrews. 
Stock-jobbers,  brokers,  pimps,  and  Jewsj, 
Frown,  curfe,  cxpoftulate,  and  rally, 
V/ith  all  the  tongues  of  all  the  Alley, 
To  give  her,  out  of  love  and  zeal. 
The  richeil  number  in  the  whed% 
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"J[?ROM  thefe  dark  cells,  in  fable  pomp  array'd, 

JL       Where  night's  black  horrors  breathe  a  deeper 

fhadcj, 
Where  ev'rv  hour  fome  awful  vifion  brings 
Of  pale  afiaiTiP-s,  and  the  ilirouds  of  kings. 
What  comforts  can  a  wretched  wife  afford 
The  lafl  fad  moments  of  her  dying  lord  ? 
W'ith  v/hat  fond  tear,  what  love-impalTion'd  figh. 
Soothe  the  dear  mourner  ere  he  reach  the  fky  ? 

Ye  pow'rs  offong  that  ev'ry  chord  infpire 
When  Rome's  foft  Ovid  weeps  along  his  lyre  ; 
Ye  angel-founds  that  Troy's  great  Hedor  mourn, 
V/hen  his  \oii  confort  bleeds  upon  his  urn  ! 
Teach  me,  ye  warblers  !   teach  this  Arain  of  woe 
•Like  you  to  kindle,  and  like  you  to  flow. 

Aias  !  in  vain  ye  bid  your  warmths  divine 
Wake  all  the  ftring,  and  live  thro'  all  the  line. 
Spite  of  thofe  warmths,  th'  immortal  numbers  rott 
Cool  from  my  hand,  and  faithlefs  to  ray  foul ; 
Too  faint  a  v/ifh,  too  calm  a  (igh  impart. 
Hide  half  my  grief,  ^^nd  tell  but  half  my  heart  ; 
Lofe  the  fond  anguiih  of  this  flowing  tear. 
And  the  keen  p:i\i^  that  tears  and  tortures  there. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  faid  that  fouls,  to  love's  foft  union  wrought, 
Converfc  by  filent  fympathy  of  thought  : 
O  !   then  with  that  myfterious  art  divine 
The  fierce  impatience  of  my  breaft  be  thine  : 
And  when  fome  tender,  rccollet^ing  figh  . 
Pours  the  big  paffion  from  each  weeping  eye. 
When  wrapt,  and  wild,  thy  fond  ideas  roll. 
And  all  my  image  takes  up  all  thy  foul ; 
Think  that  my  breaft  the  fame  dear  tumults  move. 
As  keen  an  anguifh,  and  as  foft  a  love  ; 
Think  that  1  hear  thy  pray'rs,  explore  thy  fears. 
Sigh  to  thy  fighs,  and  weep  with  all  thy  tears  ; 
Form  all  thy  wifhes,  all  thy  phrenzies  fee. 
And  feel  for  Guilford  all  he  feels  for  me. 

Ah !  where  are  now  the  joys  my  fancy  drew 
For  ever  blooming,  and  for  ever  new  ! 
Where  the  dear  fcenes  that  meditation  aid. 
The  rill's  foft  murmur,  and  th'  embow'ring  fhade ; 
Where  all  the  heartfelt  charities  that  move 
The  vv'armths  of  rapture  in  the  pulfe  of  love  ? 
Loil,  loft  for  ever,  like  th'  ethereal  fire 
Shot  thro'  the  Iky  to  glitter  and  expire. 

Hide  it,  ye  pow'rs  !  the  (vAj  the  folemn  day 
That  gave  a  Dudley  to  the  hcufe  of  Grey  : 
For,  O  !  v/hcn  to  the  altar's  foot  we  came. 
And  each  fond  eye  confefs'd  the  kindling  flame; 
Juft  as  the  prieft  had  jcin'd  my  hand  to  thine 
An  awful  tremor  fhook  the  hallow'd  fhrine, 
A  fudden  gloom  the  facred  walls  array 'd, 
And  round  the  tepers  threw  an  azure  fnade; 

The 
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The  winds  blew  hollow  with  the  voice  of  pain. 

Aerial  echoes  figh'd  thro'  all  the  fane  : 

' Twas  God  himfelf  that,  from  th'  empyreal  Iky, 

Look'd  inaufpicious  on  the  nuptial  tie. 

And  pitying  taught,  as  prophecies  of  woe. 

The  flirines  to  tremble,  and  the  wind  to  blow. 

O  !  had  thy  blood  drunk  in  feme  fell  difeafe. 
From  each  chill  pinion  of  th'  autumnal  breeze. 
Had  yon  keen  fun,  with  all  the  rage  of  pain, 
Wing'd  every  pulfe,  and  fcorch'd  up  every  vein, 
Extinguilli'd  Guilford  ere  he  liv'd  his  fpan. 
It  had  been  nature,  and  the  fate  of  man. 
Heav'ns  !  had  my  cares  but  eas'd^thy  parting  breath. 
In  life'i)  laii  moment,  and  the  gafp  of  death, 
Explor'd  the  dear  imperfect  founds  that  hung 
Loofe  on  each  fibre  of  the  fault'ring  tongue, 
Cool'd  the  fond  phrenzies  of  thy  parting  figh, 
Wip'd  the  warm  drop  from  each  expiring  eye  ; 
I  had  but  known  what  many  a  virtuous  pair 
Are  doom'd  to  fufFer,  and  are  doom'd  to  bear  : 
But,  O  !  in  thought's  wild  images  to  fee 
My  glories  fall,  proud  infamy  !  like  thee  ; 
See,  'midft  the  murmur  of  a  million  fighs. 
The  fabre  glitter,  and  the  fcaftold  rife  ; 
To  fee  my  Guilford  moving  fadly  fiow 
Thro'  ranks  of  warriors,  and  the  pomps  of  woe  ; 
See  him,  while  bending  o'er  his  awful  bier. 
Shed  the  keen  anguiih  of  too  warm  a  tear, 
A  tear  that  from  the  warmths  of  love  proceeds. 

And  melts  the  hulband,  while  the  hero  bleeds 

Bleed, 
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Bleed,  did  I  fay  ? — Tear,  tear,  ye  pow'rsofart  I 
Senfe,  nature,  memory,  from  my  tor.tur'd  heart : 
And  thoii,---beneath  the  pole's  black  umbrage  laid. 
Oblivion  !  daughter  of  the  midnight  fiiade  ! 
With  all  thy  glooms,  and  all  thy  mills,  remove 
Each  fwcet  idea  of  connubial  love  :. 
Hide  the  dear  man  vvhjofc  virtues  firll  irapreil 
Too  fond  an  image  on  my  virgin  breall ; 
From  all  the  foftnefs  of  my  foul  eiFace 
His  every  beauty,  and  his  every  grace ; 
And  force  that  foul  with  patience  to  refign 
All  the  dear  ties  tliat  bound  her  faft  to  thine. 

Alas  1  vain  effort  of  mifguided  zeal ! 
What  pow'r  can  force  afiiiclion  not  to  feel  ? 
What  faint  forbid  this  throbbing  breall  to  glo\v> 
This  f)gh  to  murmur,  and  this  tear  to  flow  ? 
Still  honell  nature  lives  her  anguifh  o'er. 
Still  the  fond  woman  bleeds  at  every  pore.. 
Ah  !  when  my  foul,  all  panting  to  sfpire. 
Each  fenfe  enraptur'd,  and  each  wiih  on  fire,. 
vOn  all  the  vvings  of  heav'n-born "virtue  flies 
To. yon  bright  funlhine,  yon  unclouded  fi^ies  ; 
Spite  of  the  joys  that  heav'n  and  blifs  impart,, 
A  fofter  image  heaves  within,  my  heart  ; 
impafhons  nature  in  the  fprings  of  life. 
And  calls  the  feraph  back  into  the  wife. 

Yet  fay,  my  Guilford  !  fay.  why  wilt  tlion  move. 
Thefe  idle  villons  of  defpairing  love  ? 
>vhy  v.'ilt  thou  flill,  with  every  grace  and  art. 
Spread  tlu-o'  my  veins,  and  kindle  in  my  heart  I 

Olet 
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-O  let  my  foul  far  other  tranfports  feel, 
Wing'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  warm'd  with  all  thy  zeal. 
And  thou,  in  yon  imperial  heav'n  enihrin'd. 
Eternal  effluence  of  th'  eternal  mind  1 

0  grace  divine  !  on  this  frail  bofom  ray 

One  gleam  of  comfort  from  the  fource  of  day.-— 
She  comes,  and  all  my  opening  breall  infpires 
With  holy  ardors,  and  feraphic  fires  : 
Kapt,  and  fublime,  my  kindling  wifhes  roll, 
A  brighter  funfhine  breaks  upon  my  foul ; 
Strong,  and  more  ftrong  the  light  celeftial  (hines. 
Each  thought  enr^obles,  and  each  fenfe  refines  : 
Each  human  pang,  each  human  blifs  retires. 
All  earth-born  wifhes,  and  all  low  defues. 
The  pomps  of  empire,  grandeur,  wealth,  decay. 
And  all  the  world's  vain  phantom.s  fade  away. 

Rife,  ye  fad  fcenes !  ye  black  ideas  rife. 
Rife,  and  difpute  the  empire  of  the  ikies : 
Ye  horrors  !  come,  and  o'er  my  fenfes  thjrow 
Terrific  vifions,  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Call  up  the  fcaifold  in  its  dread  parade. 
Bid  the  knell  echo  thro'  the  midnight  (hade  ; 
Full  in  my  fight  the  robe  funereal  wave. 
Swell  the  loud  dirge,  and  open  all  my  grave  : 
Yet  fliall  my  foul,  all-confcious  of  her  God, 
Refign'd,  and  fainted  for  the  bleU  abode. 
The  Lijl  fad  horrors  of  her  exit  eye. 
Without  a  tremor,  and  without  a  figh. 

Ah,  no— -while  heav'n  fliall  leave  one  pulfe  of  life 

1  ftill  am  woman,  and  am  flill  a  wife  ', 

My 
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My  hov'ring  foul,  tho'  rais'd  to  heav'n  by  prayV^. 
Sfill  bends  to  earth,  and  finds  one  forrow  there  : 
There,  there,  alas  !  the  voice  of  nature  calls, 
A  nation  trembles,  and  a  hufoand  falls. 

O  !  wou'd  to  heav'n,  I  coa'd  like  Zeno  boafl 
A  brcaftof  marble,  and  a  foul  of  froil. 
Calm  as  okl  Chaos,  ere  his  waves  begun 
To  know  a  zephyr,  or  to  feel  a  fun. 
Romantic  wiiTi  !  for  O,  ye  pow'rs  divine  ! 
Was  ever  niilcry,  ever  grief,  like  mine  ? 
For  ev«f  round  me  glares  a  tragic  fcene. 
And  now  the  woman  bleeds,  arid  nov/  the  queen  : 
Now  brtck  to  Edward's  recent  grave  conveyed. 
Talk  with  fond  pbren^ry  to  his  fpotlefs  fhade; 
Now  v.ildly  image  all  his  filter's  rage. 
The  baleful  fury  of  the  rifing  age  j 
Behold  her  fanguinary  banners  fly 
Lcofc  to  the  breezes  ©f  a  Eritifh  fky ; 
Sfc  hnglai>d's  genius  quit  th'  imperial  dome 
To  Spain's  proud  tyrant,  and  the  fii.ves  of  Rome  ; 
See  ail  the  land  the  laft  fad  horrofs  feel 
Of  cruel  creeds,  and  vifonary  zeal. 
Mad  bigotry  her  ev'ry  fon  infpires. 
Breathes  all  her  plagues,  and  blows  up  all  her  fires. 
Points  the  keen  falchion,  waves  th'  avenging  rod. 
And  m.urdcrs  virtue  in  the  name  of  God. 

May  He,  who  firfl  the  light  of  heaven  difplay'd. 
The  dear  Redeemer  of  a  world  in  fhade. 
He  ivho  to  man  the  bli fs  of  angels  gave, 
Wiio  bled  to  triumph,  and  who  died  to  f^ve. 

Beam: 
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Beam  all  his  gofpel,  facred  and  divine. 
On  ev'ry  bofom,  and  on  ev'ry  fhrine  ; 
Relieve  th'  expiring  eye,  and  gafping  breathy  - 
And  refcue  nature  from  the  arm  of  death. 

And  new  refign'd,  my  bofcm  lighter  grows. 
And  hope- fo  ft -beaming  brightens  all  my  v.oes. 
Hark  !   or  delufion  charms,  a  Seraph  fmgs. 
And  f  hoirs  to  waft  us  fpread  their  filver  wings ; 
Th'  immortals  cailj  heav'n  opens  at  the  found;,.- 
And  glories  blaze,  and  mercy  ftreams  around. 
Away — ere  nature  wake  her  pangs  anew. 
Friend,  father,  lover,  huftand,  faint,  adieu! 
Yet  when  thy  fpirit,  taught  from  earth  to  fly. 
Spreads  her  full  plume,  and  gains  upon  the  Iky,  = 
One  moment  paufe  till  thefe  dead  orbs  refign 
Their  lali  faint  beam,  and  fpecd  my  foul  to  thine  :  ■ 
Then,  vviule  the  prieil,  in  hallow'd  robes  array'd,  • 
Pays  the  la  ft  honours  to  each  parting  fnade  ; 
Whik-  o'er  cur  aihcs  weeps  th'  attending  train. 
And  the  fad  requiem  flows  along  the  fane  ; 
Our  kindred  fouls  inail  wing  tk'  ethereal  v/ay, 
From  earth  and  anguilh  to  the  fource  of  day--- 
To  all  the  blifs  of  all  the  fKies  afpire. 
And  add  new  raptures  to  th'  angelic  choir. 

And,  O  !  if  aught  we  knew,  or  left  bshind,  ■ 
Can  wake  one  im.agein  the  fainted  mind  ; 
L^"  yet  a  friend,  a  parent,  child,  can  move 
Departed  fpirits  to  a  fenfe  of  love ; 
Still  fliall  our  fouls  a  kind  conne<5lion  feci 
With  England's  fenate,  and  with  England's  v/eal; 
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And  drive  from  all  its  iliores,  with  watchful  care. 
The  flame  of  difcord,  and  the  rage  of  war. 

Perhaps,  when  thefe  fad  fcenes  of  blood  are  o'er. 
And  Rome's  proud  tyrant  awes  the  foul  no  more  s 
When  anguifh  throws  off  all  the  veils  of  art. 
Bares  all  her  wounds,  and  opens  all  her  heart ; 
Our  haplefs  loves  (hall  grace  th'  hilloric  page. 
And  charm  the  nations  of  a  future  age  : 
Perhaps  fome  bard,  whofe  tears  have  learnt  to  fiov/ 
For  injur'd  nature,  and  to  feel  for  woe. 
Shall  tell  the  tender  melancholy  tale 
To  the  foft  zephyrs  of  the  weftern  vale  ; 
Fair  truth  fnall  blefs  him,  virtue  guard  his  caufe. 
And  every  widow'd  matron  weep  applaufe. 


OF 
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AN        E     S     S     A     Y. 

W''  E  L  E  —  tho'  our  pafiions  riot^  fret,  and  r.-ive^ 
Wild  and  capricious  as  the  wind  and  wave^ 
One  common  folly,  fay  whate'er  we  can;» 
Has  fix'd  at  lall  the  mercury  of-  man  ; 
And  rules,  as  facred  as  his  father's  creeds 
O'er  every  native  of  the  Tliamcs  and  Tweed. 
Aik  ye  what  pow-'r  it  is  that  dares  to  claim 
So  vail  aa  empire,  ard  (o  wide  a  fame  ? 
V/hat  God  mifl^rin'd  in  all  the  ages  pail  ? 
I'll  tell  you,  friend  !  in  one  fhort  WGrd---'ti3  Taftc  3  -: 
Taile  that,  without  or  head,  or  ear,  or  heait. 
One  gift  of  nature,  or  one  grace  of  art. 
Ennobles  riches,  fancHfies  expence. 
And  takes  the  place  of  fpirit,  worth,  and  fcnf?. 
In  elder  time,  ere  yet  our  fathers  knew 
Rorie'sidle  art?,  or  wanted  for  Virtu, 
Or  fat  whole  nights  Italian  fongs  to  hear,^'^ 
Without  a  genius,  and  without  ?.n  ear  ; 
Exalted  fcnfe,  to  warmer  climes  unknown. 
And  manly  wit  was  nature's,  and  our  own. 
But  when  our  virtues,  warp'd  by  wealth  and  peaci2j,    • 
Began  to  {lumber  in  the  lap  of  eafe-— 
When  Charles  return'd  to  his. paternal  reign^ 
With  mor^'  than  fifty  taylors  in  his  Irain, 
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■\Ve  felt  for  Taile— for  then  obliging  France 
Taught  the  rough  Briton  how  to  drefs,  and  dance  }■■ 
Politely  told  him  all  were  brutes,  and  fools. 
But  the  gay  coxcombs  of  her  happier  fchools ; 
That  all  perfection  in  her  language  lay. 
And  ihc  beft  author  was  her  own  Rabelais. 
Hence,  by  feme  ftrange  malignity  of  fate. 
We  take  oar  faihions  from  tlie  land  we  hate  : 
Still  flaves  to  her,  hcwe'er  her  Tallc  inclines. 
We  wear  her  ribbands,  and  we  drink  her  wines;-; 
F.at  as  Ihe  cats,  no  matter  which  or  what, 
A  roallcd  lobilcr,  or  a  roafted  cat ; 
And  hll  our  houfcs  with  an  hungry  train 
Of  more  than  half  the  fcoundrcls  oi'  the  Seine. 
Time  was,  a  wealthy  Eng'ifhman  would  join 
A  rich  plumb-pudding  to  a  fat  firloin  ; 
Or  bake  a  pally,  whofe  enormous  wall 
Took  up  almolt  the  area  of  his  hall  : 
But  now,  as  art  improves,  and  life  refines. 
The  di^mon  Taile  attends  him  when  he  dines ; 
Serves  on  his  board  an  elegant  regale, 
\Vhere  three  ftew'd  mufhrocms  fiank  a  larded  quail  j 
V/here  infant  turkeys,  half  a  month  refign'd- 
To  the  ibft  breathings  of  a  fouthern  wind. 
And  fmctherM  in  a  rich  ragout  x)f  fnails, 
Outfunk  a  kntcn  fupper  at  Vcrfaille:. 
Is  there  a  faint  that  Would  not  laugh  to  fee 
The  ^ood  man  piddling  with  his  IritalTc?  ; 
Kcrc'd  by  the  luxury  ef  ta'.le  to  drain 
A  RaCv  of  poifon,  which  he  calls  champagne  ! 

While 
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While  he,  poor  ideot  !  tho'  he  dare  not  fpeak. 
Pines  all  the  while  for  porter,  and  ox-cheek. 

Sure  'tis  enough  to^flarve  for  pomp  and  ^lc^v. 
To  drink,  and  curfe  the  clarets  of  Bourdeaux  : 
Yet  fuch  cur  humour,  fuch  cur  fdll  to  hk 
Excefs  of  folly  thro'  excefs  cf  wit, 
We  plant  the  garden,  and  we  build  the  feat, 
Juft  as  abfurdly  as  Ave  drink  r.nd  eat. 
For  is  there  aught  that  nature's  hand  has  fown 
To  bloom  and  ripen  in  her  hotteft  zone  ? 
Js  there  a  fhrub -which,  ere  its  verdures  blcvv^., 
Afks  all  the  funs  that  het^ni  upon  the  Po  ? 
Is  there  a  flowret  whcfe  vermillion  hue 
Can  on'v  catch  its  beauty  in  Peru  ? 
Is  there  a  portal,  colonnade,  or  dome. 
The  pride  of  Naples,  or  the  boafl:  of  Rome  .' 
Vv''e  raife  it  here,  in  ftorms  of  wind  and  hail. 
On  the  bleak  bofom  of  a  funlefs  vale  ; 
Carelefs  alike  of  climate,  foil,  and  place. 
The  caic  cf  nature,  and  the  fmiles  of  grace, 

Hcrnce  ?.ll  our  llucco'd  walls,  Mofaic  fioors^ 
-Palladlan  windows,  and  Venetian  doors  ; 
Our  Gothic  fronts,  whofe  Attic  wings  unfold 
Jb  luted  pilafters  tipp'd  with  leaves  cf  gold  ; 
Our  maffy  cielings,  grac'd  with  gay  feflocns. 
The  weeping  marbles  of  our  d.amp  falcons. 
Lawns  fring'd  w-itli  citrons,  amaranthine  bow'rs. 
Expiring^ myrtles,  and  unop'ning  flow'rs. 
Hence  the  good  Scotfman  bids  th'  anana  blow 
In  rocks  of  cryftal,  or  in  Alps  of  Liow  ; 
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On  Orcus'  fteep  extends  his  wide  arcade. 
And  kills  his  fcanty  funfhine  in  a  fhade. 

Onq  might  exped  a  lanftity  of  llyle 
Auguft  and  manly  in  an  holy  pile. 
And  think  an  archited. extremely  odd 
To  build  a  playhoufe  for  the  jchurch  of  God  ; 
Yet  half  our  churches,  iuch  the  mode  that  reigns. 
Are  Roman  theatres,  or  Grecian  fanes; 
Vvliere  broad-arch'd  windows  to  the  eye  convey 
The  keen  diffufion  of.  too  ftrong  a  day  ; 
AVhere,  in  the  luxury  of  wanton  pride, 
Corinthian  columns  languini  fide  by  fide, 
Clos'd  by  an  altar  exquifitely  fine, 
Locfe  and  lafcivious  as  a  Cyprian  fhrinc. 

Of  late,  'tis  true,  quite  fick  of  Rome  and  Greece. 
.\'e  fetclvo'ir  models  from  the  wife  Chinefe  : 
European  ardils  are  too  cool  and  chafte. 
For  Mand'rin  only  is  the  man  of  tafle ; 
V/hofe  bolder  geniuc,.  fondly  wild  to  fee 
His  grove  a  fore  it,  and  his  pond  a  fea, 
.  Breaks  out— —and,  whimfically  gjeat,  def.gns 
Without  the  fhackles  or  of  rules  or  lines. 
Form'd  on  his  plans,  our  farms  and. feats  begin 
To  match  the  b.cailcd  villas  of  Pekin. 
On  every,  hill  a  fpire-crown'd  temple  fwells. 
Hung  round  with  fcrpenfs,  and  a  fringe  of  bells : 
^f  unks  an.d  balons  along  oiir  waters  fail. 
With  each  a  gilded  cock-boat  at  his  tail  ; 
Our  choice  e.v.otics  to  the  breeze  exhale 
Within  th"'  inclofure  of  a  sigrzag  rail  ; 

In 
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In  Tartar  huts  our  cows  and  horfes  lie. 

Our  hogs  are  fatted  in  an  Indian  ftye  ; 

On  ev'ry  (helf  a  Jofs  divinely  llares. 

Nymphs  laid  on  chintzes  fprawl  upon  our  chairs  ; 

While  o'er  our  cabinets  Confucius  nods, 

'Aiidil  porcelain  elephants,  and  China  Gods. 

Peace  to  all  fuch—but  you  whofe  charter  iires 
True  greatnefs  kindles,  and  true  fcnfe  infpires. 
Or  ere  you  lay  a  ftone,  or  plant  a  (hade. 
Bend  th-e  proud  arch,  or  roll  the  broad  cafcade. 
Ere  all  your  wealth  in  mean  profunon  wafce. 
Examine  nature  with  the  eye  of  Tafte  ; 
Mark  where  Ihe  fpreads  the  lawn,  or  pours  the  rill. 
Falls  in  the  vale,  or  breaks  upon  the  hill ; 
Plan  as  fhe  plans,  and  where  her  genius  calls. 
There  fmk  your  grottos,  and  there  raife  your  walls. 
Without  this  Talb,  beneath  whofe  magic  wand 
Truth  and  correftnefs  guide  the  artifl's  hand, 
Wocds,  lakes,  and  palaces  are  idle  things. 
The  fiiame  of  nations,  and  the  blufli  of  kings, 
Expence  and  Vanbrugh,  vanity  and  (hov/. 
May  build  a  Blenheim,  but  not  make  a  Stowe. 

JBut  what  is  Tafte,  you  allc,  this  heav'n-born  lire 
V\e  all  pretend  to,  and  we  all  admire  ? 
Is  it  a  caiual  grace  ?  or  lucky  hit  ? 
i)r  the  cool  eiTort  of  rePzedling  wit  ? 
Has  it  no  Jaw  but  mere  m.ifguided  will  ? 
No  juft  criterion  fix'd  to  good  and  ill  ? 

Jc  has True  Taiie,  when  delicatdy  fine, 

L  the  pure  lunfhine  of  a  foul  divine, 
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The  full  perfcdion  of  each  mental  pow'r— 
'Tis  fenfe,  'tis  nature,  and  'tis  ibmething  more. 
Twin-born  with  Genius  of  one  common  bed. 
One  parent  bore  them,  and  one  mailer  bred. 
It  gives  the  lyre  with  happier  founds  to  fiow. 
With  purer  bluihes  bids  fair  beauty  glow  ; 
From  Raphael's  pencil  calls  a  nobler  line. 
And  warms,  .Corregio  !  every  touch  of  thine. 

And  yet,  tho'  fprung  from  one  paternal  flame, 
Genius  and  Taile  are  diftercnt  as  their  name  : 
Genius,  all  funb earn,  where  he  throws  a  fmile 
Impregnates  nature  fader  than  the  Nile  ; 
V/ild,  and  impetuous,  high  as  heav'n  afpires. 
All  fcience  animates,  all  virtue  lires  ; 
Creates  ideal  worlds,  and  there  convenes 
Axcrial  forms,  and  vifionary  fcenes. 
But  Tafte  correds,  by  one  ethereal  touch, 
"What  feems  tco  little,  and  what  feenis  too  much  i 
Marks  the  fine  point  where  each  confenting  part 
Slides  into  beauty  with  the  eafe  of  art ; 
7'his  bids  to  rife,  and  that  with  grace  to  f^ill. 
And  bounds,  unites,  refines,  and  heightens  all. 
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LIFE  UNHAPPY,  BECAUSE  WE  USE  IT 
IMPROPERLY. 

A    MORAL     ESSAY. 

OWN  it,  Belmour  !  fay  whate'er  wc  can. 
The  lot  of  forrow  feems  the  lot  of  man ; 
AfHiction  feeds  with  all  her  keenell  rage 
On  youth's  fair  blofibms,  and  the  fruits  of  age  ; 
A.nd  wraps  alike  beneath  her  harpy  wings 
The  cells  of  peafants,  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

Yet  fure  urjuftly  we  afcribe  to  fate 
Thofe  ills,  thofe  mifchiefs,  we  ourfelves  create ; 
I'ainly  lament  that  all  the  joys  we  know. 
Are  more  than  number'd  by  the  pangs  of  woe  ; 
And  yet  thofe  joys  in  mean  profufion  wafte. 
Without  reflection,  and -without  a  taile  : 
Carelefs  of  ail  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe. 
For  thoug-ht  too  aclive,  and  too  mad  for  eafe. 
We  give  each  appetite  too  loofc  a  rtin, 
Pufn  ev'ry  plcafure  to  the  verge  of  pain  ; 
Impetuous  follow  where  tlic  pafilons  call. 
And  live  in  rapture,  or  not  live  at  all. 

Hence  .half  the  plagues  that  fill  with  pain  and  ftrii^ 
Each  fofter  moment  of  domeftic  life  ; 
The  palfied  hand,  the  ^oiionary  brain, 
Th'  infected  fluid,  and  the  torpid  vein  ; 
Tlie  ruin'd  appetite  that  loathing  flights 
The  richefl:  olio  of  the  ccok  at  Wliite's. ; 
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,Thc  aching  impotence  of  loofe  dcfire, 
A  nf  rveiefs  body  with  a  foul  on  fire  ; 
Th'  eternal  bhifh  that  lights  the  cheek  of  fliame 
Tor  wafted  riches,  and  unheeded  fame  ; 
L'nhallow'd  reveries,  low-tiioughted  cares. 
The  wifh  that  riots,  and  the  pang  that  tears  ; 
Each  awful  tear  that  weeps  the  night  away. 
Each  heartfelt  figh  of  each  reflecting  day  ; 
All  that  around  the  low'ring  eye  of  fpleen 
.Throws  the  pale  phantom,  and  terrific  fcene ; 
Or,  direr  frill,  calls  from  th'  abyfs  below 
Dcfpair's  dread  genius  to  the  couch  of  wee. 
Where,  lofl  to  health,  and  hope's  ail-chearing  ray. 
As  the  dead  e}^e-ball  to  the  orb  of  day. 
Pale  riot  bleeds  for  all  his  mad  expence 
In  each  rack'd  organ,  or  acuter  fenfe  ; 
Where  fad  remorfe  beliolds  in  every  fhade 
The  murder'd  friend,  or  violated  maid  ; 
And  uung  to  madnefs  in  his  inmoil  fouU 
Grafps  the  keen  dagger,  or  empcirTcn'd  bowl. 

Impious  it  were  to  think  th'  Eternal  Mind 
Is  but  the  fcourge  and  tyrant  of  mankind. 
Sure  he  v/ho  gives  us  funfoine,  dew,  and  ihow'r. 
The  vine  ambrof:al,  and  the  blooming  fiow'r, 
Whofe  own  bright  image  Irvec  on  man  imprell:. 
Meant  that  that  beirg  fhou'd  be  wife  and  bleft. 
And  taught  each  inftindl  in  his  heart  enfnrin'd 
To  feel  for  blifs,  to  fearch  it,  and  to  find. 

But  where's  this  blifs,  you  alk,  this  hcav'n-bcrn  fire 
We  all  pretend  to  and  we  all  admire  ? 

Brcatlies 
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'Breathes  it  in  Ceylon's  aromatic  iilc  ? 
Flows  it  along,  the  waters  of  the  Nile  ? 
Lives  it  in- India's  animated  mold. 
In  rocks  of  crj'ftal,  or  in  ve'ns  of  gold  ? 
Not  there  alone,  but,  boundlefs,  unconfm'd, 
jSpreads  thro'  aU  life,  and  flows  to  all  mankind; 
Waits  on  the  winds  that  blow,, the  waves  that  roll. 
And  warms  alike  the  Equator  and.the  Pole. 
For  as  kind  nature. thro'  the  globe  infpires 
Her  parent  warmths,  and  elemental  fires. 
Forms  the  bright  gem  in  earth's  unfathom'd  caves. 
Bids  the  rich  cc-ral  bluih  beneath  the  v;aves. 
And  with  the  fame  prolific  virtue  glows 
In  the  rough  bramble,  as, the  damafk  rofe  ; 
So,  in  the  union  of  her  moral  plan, 
The  IB./  of  blifs  (hines  on  from  man  to  man, 
'\Yhether  in  purples  or  ir.  fKins  array'd, 
lie  wield.s  the  fceptre,  or  he  plies  the  fpade, 
Slaves  en  the  Ganges,  triumphs  on  the  Rhone, 
Hides  in  a  cell,  or  beams  upon  a  throne. 

In  i'z'in  the  man  whofe  foul  ambition  fires. 
Whom  birth  ennobles,  and  whom  wealth  infpires. 
Infiits  that  happinefs  for  courts  was  made. 
And  laughs  at  every  genius  of  the.fhade. 
As  much  miftakes  the  fage,.  who  fain  v/ou'd  prove 
Fair  pleafure  lives  but.  in  his  grot  and  grove. 
Each  fcene  of  life,  or  open  or  eonun'd. 
Alike  congenial  to  its  kindred  mind. 
Alike  ordain'd  by  heav'n  to  charm  or  pleafe 
The  man  of  fpirit  and  the  mr-n  of  eafe  ; 

Juil 
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Juft  as  our  tafte  is  better  or  is  worfe, 
-Becomes  a  bleffing,  or  becomes  a  curfe. 
When  lull  and  envy  fhare  the  foul  by  turns. 
When  fear  unnerves  her,  or  mad  vengeance  burns  ; 
When  luxury  brutes  her  in  the  wanton  bow'r. 
And  guilt's  black  phantoms  hauiit  her  midnight  hour  .; 
Not  all  the  wealth  each  warmer  fun  provides. 
All  earth  embofoms;,  and  all  ocean  hides. 
Not  all  the  pomps  that  round  proud  greatnefs  fliine^ 
When  fuppliant  nations  bow  before  her  (hrine. 
Can  eafe  the  heart,  or  ray  upon  the  breail 
Content's  full  funfliine,  and  the  calm  of  reft. 
No — ail  the  blifs  that  nature  feels,  or  knows, 
>Of  heartfelt  rapture,  or  of  cool  repofc, 
Howc'er  improv'd  by  wifdom,  and  by  art, 
J,ives  in  ourfelves,  and  beams  but  from  the  heart. 
Quite  independent  of  thole  idien  things. 
Applauding,  fenates,  and  the  finiles  of  king^. 
Of  empty  purfes,  or  of  wealthy  bags, 
A  robe  of  ermines.,  or  a  coat  in  rags. 

Conclude  we  then  that  heav'n's  fuprcm.e  decree 
Gives  eafe  and  joy  to  monarchs  and  to  me  : 
Yet,  {uch  the  fate  of  all  that  man  obtains. 
Our  pleafures  mull  be  puvchas'd  by  our  pains. 
And  coil  us  every  hour  fome  fmall  expence, 
-A  little  labour,  and  a  little  fenfe. 
That  heav'n-born  blifs,  that  foul-illumin'd  joy. 
Which  madmen  fquavtdcr,  and  which  fools  deilrcy. 
To  half  the  nations  of  the  globe  unknown, 
■Rclkcling  wifdom  maki:i  it  all  her  own ; 

Coolly 
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Goolly  explores,  in  every  fcene  and  fphere. 

What  nature  wants,-  what  life  inherits  there  ; 

What  lenient  arts  can  teach  the  foul  to  know 

A  purer  rapture,  and  a  fofter  woe; 

What  melt  her  idle  vanities  away. 

And  make  to-morrow  happier  than  to-day. 

Without  this  cheap,  this  oeconomic  art. 

This  cool  philofophy  of  head  and  heart, 

A  peer's  proud  bofom,  rack'd  by  pangs  and  cares, 

Feels  not  the  fplendor  of  the  fear  he  wears  : 

With  it  the  wretch  whom  want  has  forc'd  to  dwell 

In  the  lafl  corner  of  her  chearlefs  cell. 

In  fpite  of  hunger,  labour,  cold,  difeafe. 

Lies,  laughs,  and  flumbers  on  the  couch  of  eafe. 

A  coxcomb  once  in  Handel's  parlour  found 
A  Grecian  lyre,  and  try'd  to  m.ake  it  found  ; 
O'er  the  fine  flops  his  aukward  fill:  he  flings. 
And  rudely  preiles  on  th'  claiHc  ftrings  : 
Auaken'd  difcord  flirieks;,  and  fcolds,  and  raves. 
Wild  as  the  diffonance  of  winds  and  waves. 
Loud  as  a  Wapping  mob  at  midnight  bav/ls, 
Harfh  as  ten  chariots  rolling  round  St.  Paul's, 
And  hoarfijr  far  than  all  th'  ecftatic  race 
Whofe  drunken  orgies  llunn'd  the  wilds  of  Thrace. 

Friend !  quoth  the  fage,  that  fine  machine  containc 
Exa6ler  numbers,  and  diviner  flrains  ; 
Strains  fuch  as  once  could  build  the  Theban  wall. 
And  Hop  the  mountain  torrent  in  its  fall : 
Bat  yet,  to  wake  them,^  rouze  them,  and  infpirc, 
A  Iks  a  fine  finger,  and  a  touch  of  fire, 
A  feeling  foul,  v.hofe  all  expreflive  pow'rs 
Can  copy  nature  as  Ihe  finks  cr  fears ; 

And, 
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And,  jufl:  alike  to  paffion,  time,  and  place. 
Refine  correftnefs  into  eafc  and  grace. 
He  faid— ^nd,  flying  o'er  each  quiv'iingvvire^ 
Spread  his  light  hand,  and  fwept  it  on  the  lyre. 
Quick  to  his  touch  the  lyre  began  to  glow. 
The  found  to  kindle,  and  the  air  to  flow. 
Deep  as  the  murraurs  of  the  falling!^  floods. 
Sweet  as  the  warbles  of  the  vocal"  woods : 
The  lift'ning  paffions  hear,  and  fink,  and  rife. 
As  the  rich  harmony  or  fwells  or  dies ; 
The  pulfe  of  avarice  forgets  to  move, 
A  purer  rapture  fills  the  breafl:  of  love ; 
Levotion  lifts,  to  heav'n  a  holier  eye. 
And  bleeding  pity  heaves  a  fofter  figh. 
Life  has  its.  eaie,  aniufcment,  joy,  and  fire. 
Hid  in  itfelf,  as  mufic  in  the  lyre  ; 
And,  like  the  lyre,  will  all  its  pow'rs  impart. 
When  touch'd  and  manag'd  by  the  hand  cf  art. 
But  half*  man  kind,  like  Handel's  fool,  deilroy. 
Thro'  rage  and  ignorance,  the  ftrain  of  joy  ; 
Irregularly  will  their  paffions  roll 
Thro'  nature's  fineft  ir.llrament,  the  foul  : 
While  men  of  fenfe,  with  Handel's  happier  Ikill, 
Corred  the  tafle,  and  harmonize  the  will  ; 
Teach  their  alfedions  like  his  notes  to  flow. 
Not  rais'd  too  high,  nor  ever  funk  too  low  ;  ■ 
Till  every  virtue,  meafur'd  and  refin'd. 
As  fits  the  concert  of  the  mailer-mind. 
Melts  in  its  kindred  founds,  and  pours  along 
Th'  according  mufic  of  the  moral  fong. 
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A   WAKE,  Voltaire  !  with  warmth,  with  rapture  raile 
jLjl  Th'  applauding  poean,  and  the  fong  of  praile  : 
Again  thy  Fred'ric  mounts  the  viftor's  car. 
Again  he  thunders  in  the  front  of  war ; 
Back  to  the  defert  flies  the  routed  Gaul, 
And  proud  Vienna  Ihakes  from  wall  to  wall. 

He  hears  me  not — thy  genius,  France  !  prevails. 
The  poet  feels  but  for  his  own  Verfailles ; 
V/ith  fecret  curfes  eyes  the  hero's  fword. 
And  hates  that  virtue  v.  hich  he  once  adorM. 

And  fliall  a  king  whofe  triumphs  far  exceed 
The  boafted  glories  of  the  Greek  and  Swede  ; 
Who  more  than  Ca^far,  with  a  brighter  ray 
Afcends,  and  fliines  imperial  Rome  away— — 
Shall  he  thro'  ages  fpread  his  mighty  name 
Without  a  verfe  to  wait  upon  his  fame  ? 
Has  Britain  loft  her  fpirit,  foul,  and  fire  ? 
Has  fhe  no  patriot  who  dare  touch  the  lyre  ? 
Yes  while  I  live,  thy  virtues,  prince  !  Ihall  be 

For  ever  facred  to  the  mufe,   and  me. 
What  tho'  I  herd  but  with  the  vulgar  throng, 
The  laft,  the  loweft  of  the  fons  of  fong. 
Thy  bold  exploits  Hiall  give  my  foul  to  glow. 
My  pulfc  to  kindle,  and  my  vein  to  flow  ; 

Exalt 
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Exalt  my  fpirit,  animate  my  line. 

And  lend  my  numbers  all  the  ftrength  of  thine. 

Now  had  pale  fury  drove  her  iron  car 
From  field  "i  of  fiaughter,  and  from  waires  of  war; 
Returning  peace  led  on  the  vernal  year. 
Sheath 'd  the  keen  fword,  and  broke  the  lifted  fpear^ 
Wide  o'er  the  world  her  olive  branch  difplay'd. 
And  call\i  the  nations  tofts  hallow'd  fhade. 
And  now  the  arts,  inflam'd  with  gen'rous  fbife, 
Rofe  in  the  foftnef3  of  domeftic  life  ; 
Exulting  labour  tam'd  the  ftubborn  plain. 
The  fail  of  commerce  took  up  all  the  main. 
With  bolder  wings  th'  immortal  mufes  flew. 
And  fcience  trimm'd  her  faded  wreath  anew. 

Ambition  figh'd— -for  now  fne  heard  no  more 
The  war's  loud  thunder  break  from  fliore  to  Ihore  ; 
No  more  beheld  proud  monarchs^  meanly  vain, 
Rank'd  in  her  files,  or  number'd  in  her  train  ; 
Loll  to  the  glare  of  life,  Ihe  lay  unbleil 
In  the  lone  cell  of  folitary  red. 

Where  fpieen's  pale  vifions  round  her  flumbers  throw 
Eternal  fadnefs,  and  a  pomp  of  v/ce. 
In  vain  kind  nature  pours  upon  her  eye 
A  fofter  funftiine,  and  a  richer  fliy. 
Spreads  the  wild  foreft,  heaves  the  cloud-topt  hill;, 
Waves  in  the  wood,  and  flows  along  the  rill  : 
Woods,  wilds,  and  wafers,  to  her  fenfe  decay. 
The  warblers  languifn  on  the  vocal  fpray  ; 
Unclouded  funs  in  heav'n's  clear  azure  fade. 
And  night's  black  horrors  wear  %  deeper  fhade. 

At 
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At  length  arous'd  fhe  feels  her  wonted  flame. 
Revives,  and  opens  to  the  voice  of  fame  : 
She  fees  nevv  triumphs  rifing  to  her  view. 
And  v/ing'd  by  rapture,  to  Vienna  fiew. 
'Twas  night  — luli'd  foftly  by  the  weftern  breeze. 
Fair  Auftria  flumber'd  on  the  couch  of  eafe  : 
When  as  of  old  the  firll:  infernal  pow'r 
Stole  on  the  fweets  of  Eden's  nuptial  bow'r," 
And  fcill'd  alike  to  flatter  and  deceive. 
Crept  in  a  reptile  to  the  ear  of  Eve  ; 
So  now  ambition,  v/ith  a  nobler  mien, 
Approach'd,  and  vvhifper'd  thus  the  fleeping  queen. 

**■  Ganfc  thou,  O  princefs  !  thou,  whofe  glory  fprings 
From  heav'n-bcrn  heroes,  and  a  race  of  kings, 
Refign'd,  and  ccol,  to  yonder  Pruifian  yield 
Silefia's  fceptre,  and  her  fruitful  field  ? 
Rife  to  thy  wrongs,  affqrt  thy  injur 'd  reign. 
And  bid  the  fvvord  of  vengeance  rage  again ; 
Tear  from  his  hand  the  empire  he  hai  won. 
This  moment  cru(h  him,  or  thou  art  undone. 
Secret,  and  ilrong,  beneath  his  native  fires. 
The  haughty  genius  of  his  foul  afpires  ; 
His  realms  enlarge,  his  fails  begin  to  fly 
O'er  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  Polar  Iky. 
Rich  harvells  rife  upon  his  barren  walle. 
His  crowded  cities  are  the  feats  of  taile  ; 
Another  year's  autumnal  fun  Ihall  f^e 
His  broad  dominions  llretch  from  fea  to  Tea  ; 
Perhaps  ihall  fee  him  on  th'  imperial  throne, 
Europe  enfiav'd,  and  half  the  world  his  own." 

YoL.LXV.  S  Thus- 
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Thus  fpoke  the  fieml,  find,  with  delufive  art, 
Brcath'd  her  black  ipirit  through  Tcrcla's  heart  ; 
Kapt  into  future  fcenes  ihe  minds  no  more 
The  faith  ihe  pligh'ted,  and  the  oath  flye  fworc  ; 
Strong,  and  more  ftrong,  the  viiion  lives  ifmprcfi-, 
Conqueft's  dread  genius  takes  up  all  her  bread  ; 
Paints  on  her  foul,  in  luxury  cf  thought, 
Th'  ideal  glories  of  a  war  ur.fought. 
The  laurel-wreath,  the  military  fhow, 
^i'he  car  of  triumph,  and  the  captive  fee. 
And  new  the  queen,  unfeeling,  falte,  and  vain. 
Plans  the  wide  ruin  of  a  bold  campaign  ; 
litre'  all  the  North  with  all  her  fpirit  raves. 
And  wakes  the  nations  in  th-eir  huts,  and  caves ; 
\Vith  wild  barbarians  crouds  her  wanton  war. 
The  favage  croat,  and  the  fierce  huffar  ; 
Fires  the  proud  Saxon's  fanguinary  vein. 
And  roufes  all  ihe  daemon  of  the  Seine  ; 
Leagues  kings  with  kings,  fills  Europe  with  alarms. 
Shakes  heav'n  and  earth,  and  fets  the  v/orld  in  arms. 

O  curll:  ambition  !  to  each  vice  allied. 
Begot  by  mifchitf  in  the  womb  of  pride. 
What  ills,  dread  fury  1   from  thy  genius  flow  ! 
What  awful  fcenes  of  unimagin'd  woe  ! 
Before  thy  footflcps,  wrapp'd  in  flames  of  fire. 
Sinks  the  tall  column,  and  majeflic  fpire. 
Llofe  at  thy  fide  her  fvvord  fell  {laughter  waves, 
'iVlidll  bleeding  piles,  and  ever-op'ning  graves  ; 
I'hc  plague  behind  thee,  with  her  tainted  breath. 
Sweeps  thro'  the  iiations  on  the  wing  cf  death  ; 
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Neglected  genius  in  his  cell  expires. 

To  other  worlds  fair  libeny  retires  ; 

The  patriot  mufe  forgets  her  voice  divint. 

Religion  leaves  her  violated  flirine  ; 

And  ev'ry  meek-ey'd  virtue  pines  and  mourns, 

'Midft  falling  temples,  and  fepukhral  urns. 

The  PrulTian  faw  at  one  keen  glance  from  far 
The  gath'ring  tempell,  and  impending  v,ar : 
He  faw,  and  inllant  bids  his  armies  form. 
Heads  the  bold  march,  and  bears  upon  the  fcorm. 
In  vain  the  forefl  big  with  death  ca tends. 
The  rampart  thunders,  and  the  flood  deicends ; 
In  vain  the  foe  each  open  field  declines. 
Hides  in  the  trench,  or  lurks  within  his  lines ; 
He  ilorms  the  i^mpart,  fords  the  rapid  £ood. 
Leaps  the  broad  trench,  and  clears  th'  enarabafii'J  wood  ; 
Now  preiTes  on,  now  reins  his  dread  career. 
Pours  on  the  van,  or  fteals  upon  the  rear  ; 
Marks  ev'ry  crifis,  fhines  in  ev'ry  fcene,  ■ 
And  is  at  once  a  Marlbro',  and  Eugene. 
At  length,  in  all  the  pomp  of  war,  advance 
Th'  imperial  eagles  with  the  arm^  of  France  ; 
A  mighty  hoft,  whofe  awful  files  contain 
The  vct'ran  warriors  of  the  Marne  and  Maine. 
And  will  he  yet,  when  nations  round  him  ciofc. 
And  his  thin  ranks  fcarce  number  half  his  foes  ; 
Will  he,  ye  heav'ns  1  th'  unequal  confiicl:  try. 
An  brave  liis  fate  when  glory  bids  him  fly  ? 
Ah  !  aught  avails  it  that  immortal  fame 
Fill'd  her  fond  clarion  with  her  Fred'nc's  name  ? 

S  2  AvaHs 
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Avails  it  aught  that  juftice  learnt  to  awe 
Mifguided  nature  from  his  code  of  law  ? 
That  warm'd,  and  foiler'd  by  his  genial  eye, 
Tranfplanted  fcicnce  own'd  the  Polar  fky  ? 
That  Greece  and  Talle  upon  the  Baltic  fmil'd,  . 
And  new  Lyceums  open'd  in  the  wild  ? 

Alas !  one  moment the  bright  fcene  is  o'er-^ 

He  falls he  dies  ^--^  and  Pruflia  is  no  more. 

Yet  Ihall  not  France,  in  this  her  blifsful  hour, 

Ker  dream  of  empire,  and  her  pride  of  pow'r. 

An  eafy,  cheap,  unbleeding  ccnqueft  know. 

Or  rear  her  trophies  o'er  a  flying  foe  : 

For  now  the  monarch,  ere  he  gives  the  fign. 

Serenely  dreadful  moves  along  the  line  ; 

The  legions,  far  as  each  keen  glance  can  fly, 

Mark  his  firm  ftep,  and  hang  upon  his  eye ; 

That  eye  whofe  lightning  terror  round  him  flings  ; 

That  itep  which  fcems  to  tread  on  thrones,  and  kings. 

At  every  look  thro'  all  th'  embattled  van 

The  pulfc  of  glory  beats  from  man  to  man  : 

The  foldier  kindling  at  his  prince  afpires. 

Swells  with  his  hopes,  and  burns  with  all  his  fires ; 

Yet,  'midfl:  his  ardors,  owns  a  fofter  flame. 

And  feels  for  Fred'ric  while  he  feels  for  fame. 

And  now  the  fun,  whofe  orb  fliall  fet  in  blood. 
Faints  on  the  umbrage  of  the  weflern  wood  i 
The  dillant  hills  in  each  horizon  fade. 
And  night  comes  on  in  all  her  gloom  and  fliade  : 
And  now  the  trumpet's  animating  found 
Feals  on  the  ear,  and  Ihakes  the  field  around. 
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When,  as  the  whirlwind  tears  its  rapid  way. 
Roots  up  the  rock,  and  fvveeps  the  plain  away  ; 
Fierce  on  his  foe  th'  intrepid  Pruflian  fprings. 
Drives  thro'  his  van,  and  breaks  into  his  wings ; 
Wraps  his  whole  war  in  ovst  tremendous  fire. 
And  fees  the  prowefs  of  his  hoft  expire. 
Th'  Imperial  chiefs  no  more  the  fhock  fuftaln. 
Their  fainting  battle  bleeds  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
France  flies  impetuous  on  the  wings  of  fear. 
And  hungry  {laughter  feeds  upon  his  rear. 

Yet,  ftay  thee,  prince  !  all-conqueror  as  thou  art. 
Indulge  the  milder  virtues  of  thy  heart ; 
Reftrain  fierce  vengeance  in  her  rage  of  ire. 
And  let  us  love  the  monarch  we  admire. 
All  that  on  earth  proud  conquefl  gives  to  fliine. 
All  the  dread  glories  of  the  fword  are  thine : 
'I'hc  vidor-wreath  applauding  Hates  decree. 
The  facrcd  poeaa  only  fwells  for  thee. 
Another  toil  remains  ere  yet  thy  name 
Bears  the  full  fplendor  of  unclouded  fame. 
Enjoy  that  nobler  fame-— bid  diicord  ceafe. 
And  hy  pfile  Europe  i«  the  lap  of  peace  : 
I'licn  iliall  the  mufe,  who  now  thy  triumph  Hngs 
O'er  routed  nations,  and  repenting  kings. 
With  rapture  wait  thee  to  thy  fylvan  bow'r. 
And  watch  the  glories  of  thy  fofter  hour. 
When  Rome's  fine  arts  beneath  thy  fliield  fnall  wiii 
A  fairer  laurel  in  thy  own  Berlin  ; 
■riiere  lix  the  fchool  of  beauty,  and  adorn 
^Vc>rid»  unexplor'd,  and  empires  yet  unborn. 

S3  NOBILITY* 
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NOBILITY, 

A     M  O  R  A  L    -E  S  S  A  Y. 

SPOKEN     AT     THE     VISITATION     OF     TUN  BRIDGE- 
SCHOOL,    MDCCLIl. 

''^T"^IS  fnid  that  ere  fair  virtue  learnt  to  fig.h, 

A      The  crcit  to  libel,  and  the  ihr  to  lye. 
The  poet  glovv'd  with  all  his  facred  Ere, 
And  bade  each  virtue  live  aloiig  the  lyre  ; 
Led  humble  fcience  to  the  bleR  abode. 
And  rais'd  the  hero  till  he  fhone  a  god. 

Our  modern  bards,  by  fome  unhappy  fate, 
Condcmn'd  to  flatter  ev'ry  fool  of  ibte. 
Have  oft,  regardlefs  of  their  heav'n-born  fiame, 
Enthron'd  proud  greatnefs  in  the  fhrine  of  fame  ; 
Eeliow'd  on  vice  the  wreaths  that  virtue  wove. 
And  paid  to  Nero  what  was  due  to  Jove. 

Yet  hear,  ye  great  !  whom  birth  and  titles  crown 
With  alien  worth,  and  glories  not  your  own ; 
Hear  me  ai^lrm,  that  all  the  vain  can  fhow. 
All  Amlis  bcalts  of,  and  al)  kings  beflow, 
AH  envy  wiil],es,  all  ambition  hails. 
All  thatfuppcrts  St.   jair.fis's,  and  Verfailles, 

Can 
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Can  Txever  give  diilinclion  to  a  knave. 

Or  make  a  lord  whom  vice  has  made  a  fiave. 

In  elder  times,  ere  heralds  yet  enroll'd 
The  bleeding  ruby  in  a  field  of  gold. 
Or  infant  language  pain'd  the  tender  ear 
With  fefs,  bend,  argent,  chcv'ron,  and  faltier ; 
'Twashe  alone  the  bay's  bright  verdure  wore, 
Whofe  Ikength  fubdu'd  the  lion  or  the  boar  ; 
Whofe  art  from  rocks  could  call  the  mellouing  grain. 
And  give  the  vine  to  laugh  along  the  plain  ; 
Or,  tracing  nature  in  her  moral  plan, 
Explor'd  the  favage  till  he  found  the  rnan. 
For  him  the  ruilic  hini,  and  village  maid, 
Stripp'd  the  gay  fpring  of  half  its  bloom  and  Ihade  ; 
With  annual  dances  grjc'd  the  daify-mead. 
And  fung  his  tnumphs  on  the  oaten  reed  ; 
Or,  fond  to  think  him  fprung  from  yonder  Iky, 
Hcar'd  the  turf  flvne,  and  bade  the  vidim  die. 

In  Turkey,  facred  as  the  Koran's  page, 
Thefe  fimple  m.anners  live  thro'  ev'ry  agj  : 
The  humblefc  fwain,  if  virtue  warms  the  man, 
Ivlay  rife-  the  genius  of  the  grave  Di-van  ; 
And  all  but  Otlmian's  race,  the  only  proud, 
Fall  with  their  fires,  and  mingle  v.iui  the  croud. 

For  three  ':ampaign3  Caprouli's  hand  difplay'd 
The  Ti.i-Ailh  crefcent  on  thy  walls,  Belgrade  ! 
Imperial  Egypt  own'd  him  for  her  lord. 
And  Auilria  trembled  if  he  touch'd  the  fword  : 
Yet  all  his  glories  fet  within  his  grave. 
One  fon  a  Janizary,  one  a  Have. 

S  4      '  Politer 
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Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 

The  father's  glories,  bid  his  pomps  defcend  ; 

Vv'ith  ftrange  good-nature  gi\e  his  worthlefs  ion 

The  very  laurels  that  his  virtue  won  ; 

And  with  the  fame  appellatives  adorn 

A  living  hero,  and  a  fot  unborn. 

Hence,  without  blufning  (fay  whate'er  we  can) 
We  more  regard  th*  cfcutchcon  than  the  manj 
Yet,  true  to  nature  and  l:er  infcincls,  prize 
The  hound  or  fpaniel  as  his  talent  lies  : 
Carelefs  from  what  paternal  blood  he  rofe. 
We  value  Bowman  only  for  his  nofe. 

Say,  fhould  ycu  fee  a  generous  il^ed  outfiy 
The  fwiftell  zepliyr  of  th'  autumnal  ficy, 
W^cu'd  you  at  once  his  ardent  v/iJhcs  kill. 
Give  him  the  dogs,  or  chain  him  to  a  mill, 
Becaufe  his  humbler  fathers,  grave,  and  flow, 
Ciean'dhalf  the  Jakes  of  Houndfditch  or  Soho  ? 

In  fpite  of  all  that  in  his  grandfire  ihone. 
An  horfe's  worth  is,  like  a  king's,  his  own. 
If  in  the  race,  when  Icngth'ning  {houts  infpire 
His  bold  compeers,  and  fet  their  hearts  on  fire. 
He  feems  regardhfs  of  th'  exulting  found. 
And  fcarcely  drags  his  legs  along  the  ground  ; 
What  will  't  avail  that,  fprung  from  heav'nly  feed. 
His  great  forefathers  fwept  th'  Arabian  mead ; 
Or,  drefs'd  in  half  an  empire's  purple,  bore 
Tlie  weight  of  Xerxes  on  the  Cafpian  (hore  ? 

I  grant,  my  lord  !  your  anceilors    outfhone 
All  that  e'er  grac'd  the  Ganges,  or  the  Rhone ; 

Born 
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Born  to  protefl,  to  roufe  thofe  godlike  fires 
That  genius  kindles,  or  fair  fame  infpires ; 
O'er  humble  life  to  fpread  indulgent  eafe. 
To  give  the  veins  to  flow  without  difeafc  ; 
From  proud  oppreiTicn  injur'd  v/orth  to  Icrcen, 
And  fhake  alike  the  fenate  3,nd  the  fcene. 

And  fee,  to  fave  them  from  the  wrecks  of  age. 
Exulting  fcience  fills  her  every  page. 
Fame  grafps  her  trump,  the  Epic  mufe  attends. 
The  lyre  re-ecchoes,  and  the  fong  afcends. 
The  fculptor's  chiHel  with  the  pencil  vies. 
Rocks  leap,  and  animated  marbles  rife  : 
All  arts,  all  pow'rs,  the  virtuous  chiefs  adorn. 
And  fpread  their  pomps  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

All  this  we  own— but  if,  am.idil  the  fninc, 
Th'  enormous  blaze  that  beams  along  the  linq. 
Some  fcoundrel  peer,  regardlcfs  of  his  fires, 
Purfues  each  folly,  and  each  vice  admires.; 
Shall  we  enrol  his  proilituted  name 
In  honour's  zenith,  and  the  lilb  of  fame  ? 

Exalted  tides,  like  a  beacon, rife 
To  tell  the  Vw'rctched  where  proteclicn  lies. 
He  then  v/iio  hears  unmov'd  afliidlion's  cry, 
KLs  birth's  a  phantom,  and  his  name's  a  lye. 

The  Egyptians  thus  on  Cairo's  facrcd  plain. 
Saw  half  their  marbles  niove  into  a  fane; 
The  glorious  work  unnumbcr'd  artifts  ply. 
Now  turn  the  dome,  now  lifi  it  to  the  fi;y  : 
Bat  when  they  enter'd  the  fublime  ?.bcde, 
"I'iiey  found  a  fcrpent  where  they  h.p'd  a  god. 

Anftii 
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Anflis  obr^rves,  that  when  a  thoufand  years 
Roll  thro'  a  race  o£  princes,  or  of  peers. 
Obliging  virtue  fheds  licr  every  beam 
From  fon  to  Ton,  an,d  waits  upon  tke  fl-ream. 
Yet  fay,  ye  great !  who  boaft  another's  fears. 
And  thmk  your  lm{?age  ends  but  in  the  ftars, 
What  is  this  boon  of  hcav'n  ?  Dependent  fuill 
On  woman's  weakncfs,  and  on  woman's  will  ; 
Dare  ye  affirm  that  no  exotic  blood 
Has  ftain'd  your  glories  ever  fince  the  Flood  ? 
Might  not  fome  brawny  fiavc,  from  Afric  Hcd, 
Stamp  his  bafe  image  in  the  nuptial  bed  i 
Might  not^  in  pagan  days,  your  mothers  prove 
The  fire  cf  Phcsbus,  and  the  ftrength  of  Jove  ? 
Or,  more  politely  to  their  vows  untrue. 
Love,  and  elope,  as  modern  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  that  all  your  gentle  grandames  flione 
Clear,  and  unfullied  as  the  noon-day  fun  ; 
Tho'  nature  form'd  them  cf  her  chafteft  mold. 
Say,  was  their  birth,  i'lluftrious  as  their  geld  ? 
Full  many  a  lord,  we  knov/,  has  chofe  to  range 
Among  the  wealthy  beauties  of  the  'Change  ; 
Or  figh'd,  1-ill  humbler,  to  the  midnight  gale 
For  fome  fiir  peafant  of  th'  Arcadiiin  vale. 
Then  blame  us  not,  if  backward  to  adcre 
A  name  polluted  by  a  flave  or  whore  ; 
Since  fpite  of  patents,  and  of  king's  decrees. 
And  blooming  coronets  on  pr^rchment-trees. 
Some  alien  flain  may  darken  all  the  line. 
And  Norfolk's  blood  dcfcen^.  us  mean  as  mine. 

Yen 
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You  boaft,  my  lord  !  a  race  with  laurels  crown'd. 
By  fenates  honour'd,  and  in  war  renown'd  ; 
Shew  then  the  martial  foul  to  danger  bred. 
When  Poitiers  thunder'd,  and  when  Crefly  bled; 
Shew  us  thofe  deeds,  thofe  heav'n- directed  fires. 
That  ages  pall:  faw  beaming  on  your  fires  ; 
That  freeborn  pride  no  tyrant  durit  enilave, 
Thr.t  godlike  zeal  tliat  orjy  liv'd  to  Tave. 

Dare  you,  tha'  fadlion  bawl  thro'  all  her  tribe, 
Tho'  monarchs  tlireatea,.  and'  tlio'  ftatefmen  bribe. 
Feel  for  mankind,  and  gallantly  approve 
All  virtue  teaches,  and  all  angels  love  ? 
Know  you  the  tear  that  flows  o'er  worth  diflreft. 
The  joy  that  rifes  when  a  people's  bleft  ? 
Then,  if  you  pleafe,  immortalize  youx  line. 
With  all  that's  great,  heroic  and  divine  ; 
Explore  witli  cui-ious  eye  th'  hiiioric  page. 
The  rolls  of  fame,  the  monum.ents  of  age  ; 
Adopt  each  cliief  immortal  Homer  fingsi. 
All  Greece's  heroes,  and  ail  Afia's  kings  : 
If  earth's  too  fcanty,  fearch  tlie  bleii  abod'e, 
_ And  make  your  hr.l:  progenitor  a  god: 
Vv''e  grant  ycur  claim,  v/hate'er  you  v/iQi  to  prove. 
The  fon  of  Priam,  or  the  fon  of  Jove. 

Statesmen  and  patriots  thus  to  glory  rife. 
The  f^lf-bcrn  fun  that  gilds  them  never  dies  : 
While  he  ennobled  by  thofe  gewgaw  things. 
The  pride  of  patents,  and  the  breath  of  kings, 
.Glares  the  pale  meteor  of  a  little  hour, 
,Fed  by  court  fanfnlne,  and  pocdc  fnovv'r  ; 

Then 
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Then  finks  at  once,  unpiticd,  and  unbleft, 
A  nation's  fcandal,  and  a  nation's  jeft. 

Nobility  had  fomething  in  her  blood. 
When  to  be  great  was  only  to  be  good  : 
Sublime  flie  fat  in  virtue's  facred  fane. 
With  all  the  filler  graces  in  her  train. 
She  flill  exills,  'tis  true,  in  Grofvenor-Square, 

And  leads  a  life,  a  kind  of— as  it  were • 

And  fce  !  felf-fhelter'd  from  the  world's  alarms,. 

The  dying  goddefs  fieeps  in  Fortune's  arms  ; 

Fond  luxury  attends  her  foft  retreats. 

The  modell:  Frazi  v/arbles  while  fhe  eats  ; 

Arabia'o  fweets  diftil  at  ev'ry  pore. 

Her  flatt'rers  foothe  her,  and  her  flaves  adore  ; 

Tndulg'd  by  all  our  fenates  to  forget, 

Thofe  woril  of  plagues,  a  promife  and  a  debt. 

Not  but  there  are,  amidllthe  titled  crew. 
Unknown  to  all  but  Collins,  and  the  flew. 
Men  who  improve  their  heav'n-defcended  fires. 
Rife  on  their  blood,  and  beam  upon  their  fires  ; 
Men  who,  like  diamonds  from  Golconda's  mine. 
Call  from  themfelves  the  ray  that  makes  them  fliiae. 

Plcas'd  let  me  view  a  Cecil's  foul  array 'd 
With  all  that  Plato  gatlicr'd  in  the  (hade ; 
Reflect  how  nobly  Radnor  -can  defcend 
To  bf3  his  title  in  the  name  of  friend ; 
At  Dorfet  look,  and  bid  Hibernia  own 
Her  viceroy  form'd  to  fit  upon  a  throne  ; 
Admire  how  innocence  can  lend  to  truth 
Each  grace  of  virtue,  and  each  charm  of  youth. 
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And  then  enraptur'd  bend  the  iuppllant  knee 
To  heav'n's  high  throne,  O  Rockingham  !  for  thee. 
Let  then  vain  fools  their  proud  efcutcheons  viev/^ 
Allied  to  half  the  Yncas  of  Peru  ; 
With  every  vice  thofe  lineal  glories  ftain 
That  rofe  in  Pharamond,  or  Charlemagne  : 
But  ye,  dear  youths  !    whom  chance  or  genius  call^ 
To  court  pale  wifdom  in  thefe  hallow'd  walls. 
Scorn  ye  to  hang  upon  a  blalted  name 
Another's  virtue,  and  another's  fame  : 
In  t\vo  fhort  precepts  all  your  bufmefs  lies  — 
Wou'd  you  be  great  ?-^ Be  Virtuous  and  be  Wife. 


TllR 
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The    TEMPLE    of  H  Y  U  E  N. 

A      T     A     L     E. 

JN  elder  time  when  men  were  chafle. 
And  women  hfid  not  got  a  tallc. 
It  was  ordain'd,  to  eafe  their  cares. 
The  fexes  iliould  he  link'd  in  pairs. 
And  pafs  the  various  fcenes  of  life 
Known  by  the  names  of  Man  and  Wife. 

To  aid  this  fchcme,  fo  juft  and  wife. 
The  male  had  vigour,  ilrength  and  fize  : 
Undaunted,  adive,  bold,  and  brave. 
And  fearlefs  or  of  wind  or  wave. 
He  fcal'd  the  cliff's  enormous  iieep. 
He  plung'd  into  the  pathlefs  deep. 
And  dar'd  in  open  war  engage 
The  lion's  languinary  rage. 

Woman,  as  form'd  to  charm,  and  pleafe. 
Had  more  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
A  finer  fnape,  a  fofter  mien, 
A  heart  more  gentle  and  ferene. 
Her  fmile  was  funfliine---in  her  face 
Sat  f.veetnefs-  en  the  throne  of  grace  ; 
The  accents  melted  from  her  tongue 
Jn  all  the  harm.ony  of  fong ; 
And  every  glance  that  left  her  eye 
Was  milder  than  a  vernal  fky. 

As 
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As  nature  now  had  done  "her  bell. 
She  left  to  accident  the  reil:. 
To  accident ! — you  cry —  ^Vhy,  yes. 
Yet  think  not  that  fhe  afts  by  guefs. 
Events  may  baffle  man's  endeavour. 
But  nature  is  extremely  clever. 
And  works  with  fo  exaft  a  care. 
She  ne'er  mifcarries  in  a  hair. 
Fox  now,  when  on  a  feftal  day 
The  kxQs  met,  alert  and  gay. 
And,  in  their  paHimes,  fports,  and  dances. 
Had  interchang'd  Tome  tender  glances, 
Th'  impaiTion'd  heart  began  to  own 
A  fet  of  inftincls  yet  unknov,n  ; 
To  throb  with  momentary  fires. 
And  melt  away  in  young  dcfires. 
In  fnort,  the  men  began  to  bov/. 
To  foothe,  to  ogle,  whine,  and  vow ; 
To  haunt  the  folitary  fnade. 
And  whilper  to  the  village  maid. 
The  village  maid,  who  knew  net  yet 
The  breeding  of  a  fly  coquette  ; 
And  could  not,  with  an  artful  figh. 
Like  modern  ladies,  fmile,  and  lye  ; 
Indulgent  heard  her  lover's  flame. 
Frankly  confeft  flie  felt  the  fame. 
And  ere  the  rofy-finger'd  morn 
Dried  up  the  pearls  upon  the  thorn. 
Went  with  him,  *midft  her  virgin  train. 
In  fiow'rets  dreil,  to  Hymen's  fane. 


this 
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This  m"ld  divinity,  lb  fung 

By  half  the  poets  old  and  young. 

The  patron  of  connubial  truth. 

Was  now  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth. 

Rofes  frelh  gather'd  from  the  bufli. 

Sweet  emblems  of  the  female  blulh. 

Wove  in  a  wreath  fupremely  fair. 

Sat  graceful  on  his  auburn  hair  : 

One  hand  fuilain'd  a  torch  on  fire. 

Significant  of  (0(1  defirc  ; 

The  ether  held  in  myftic  Ihew 

A  broider'd  veil  of  fafFron  hue  : 

Majeftic  flow'd  his  azure  veft. 

And  rubies  bled  upon  his  brcaH. 
The  meek-ey'd  God  an  age  or  (<j 

Succeeded,  and  had  much  to  do  ; 
In  crowds  his  eager  vct'ries  came. 
His  altars  never  ceas'd  to  flame  : 
Befides  an  0i^''riRg,  frank  and  free, 
Firi^  paid  him  as  the  m.arriage  fee. 
Some  pretty  toys  of  fnells  and  ccralo. 
With  fprig.s  of  ever-blooming  laurels. 
And  bowls  of  ccnfecrated  wine. 
Were  yearly  plac'd  upon  his  Ihrine, 
The  gifts  of  many  a  grateful  pair 
Made  happy  by  his"  guardian  .care. 

It  chanc'd  three  demons,  fiends,  or  witches. 
Ambition,  vanity,  and  riches, 
Vv'alkM  out  one  evening  bright,  and  frdr. 
To  breathe  a  Utile  country  air  j 

And 
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And,  as  old  Nick  would  have  it,  found 
This  foul-enchanting  fpot  of  ground. 
Where  happy  hufbands,  happy  wives, 
Enjoy'd  the  moft  delicious  lives  ; 
And  refolv'd  to  buy,  or  hire, 
A  vacant  cottage  of  the  'fquire. 

They  came,  they  fettled  ;  footu'd,  careil. 
Politely  treated  every  guell. 
And,  with  a  world  of  pains  and  labours, 
Leflar'd  their  fimple- minded  neighbours . 
"  My  worthy  friends  !  fays  Wealth,  behcl;^ 
The  fplendor  of  almighty  gold  ! 
Thefe  guineas  here,  thefe  brilliant  tlilrip:s, 
V»^hich  bear  the  images  of  kings. 
Within  their  little  orbs  contain 
Fair  pleafure's  evcr-lmiiing  train,  • 
Andean  to  tw'ry  fwain  difpenfe 
Wit,  fpirit,  virtue,  tafte,  and  fenfe. 
Who  but  a  fool  V.  ou'd  wed  a  PiH'ilis, 
VvHiofe  only  portion  is  her  li  lies  ? 
For  ever  doom'd,  :a  life's  liy.v  fhadf. 
To  ply  the  mercenary  fpadc. 
Till  fome  difea^e,  whofe  nature  fuel;  is 
To  fet  us  on  a  pair  of  crutches. 
Force  you  to  plunder,  beg,  or  Ileal 
From  charity  an  humble  meal  ; 
And  fend  your  age,  for  want  of  vittle. 
To  a  poor  alms-houfe,  or  the  fpittle. 
Be  wife,  and,  when  you  mean  to  v*-ed, 
Sccrn  the  fair  forms  of  Vxuite  and  ]cd  ; 

Vol.  LXV.  l  Aal 
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And  court  the  nymph  whofe  genial  charms. 

Rich  as  the  fruits  upon  her  farms. 

Will  pour  upon  your  daily  toil 

Abundant  floods  of  wine  and  oil.'* 

He  faid — Ambition  then  began 

About  the  dignity  of  man ; 

He  rallied  all  thtir  groves,  and  fprlngs. 

And  finely  talk'd  of  queens,  and  kings : 

It  was,  he  thought,  a  want  of  grace 

'I'o  mingle  with  the  vulgar  race  ; 

Por  fouls  made  up  of  heav'niy  fire 

Arc  form'd  by  nature  to  afpire. 

He  told  them  that  a  well-born  wife 

Ennobled  every  joy  of  life, 

Vvithout  a  patent  gave  her  dear 

Th'  importance  of  a  Britlih  peer  ; 

Perhaps  might  to  a  prince  ally  him. 

And  make  him  coufm  to  old  Priam. 

While  thus  the  fiends,  with  wily  art. 
Adroitly  Hole  upon  the  heart. 
And  with  their  complaifance,  and  tales. 
Had  ruin'd  more  than  half  the  males. 
Gay  Vanity,  with  fmile^,  and  killes. 
Was  bufy  'mongft  the  maids  and  mifles. 
*•'  My  dears  !  fays  Ihe,  thofe  pretty  faces 
Speak  you  the  fillers  of  the  graces  : 
Immortal  Venus  wou'd  be  vz.'m 
To  have  you  in  her  court,  and  train. 
But  fure,  methinks,  it  forncthing  odd  is. 
That  beauties  who  can  match  a  eoddcfs 
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Shou'd  give  their  more  than  mortal  charms 
To  a  dull  rullic's  joylefs  arms, 
A  meer  unanimated  clod. 
As  much  a  lover  as  a  God. 
O  let  thofe  eyes,  which  far  outfhine 
The  brighteft  fapphires  of  the  mine. 
Their  precious  orbs  no  longer  roll 
On  fellovvs  without  wealth,  or  foul  : 
But  fly,  my  charmers  !   fly  the  wretches. 
Dame  nature's  firfl:  mifliapen  fketches. 
Fly  to  the  world  where  lords  and  'fquires 
Are  warm'd  with  more  ethereal  Tires ; 
Where  pleafure  each  gay  mom.ent  wings^ 
V/here  the  divine  Mingotti  fmgs  : 
So  fliall  each  all-commanding  f.tir 
Have  her  two  pages,  and  a  chair. 
Fine  Indian  tiiTues,  Mechlin  lace?. 
Rich  eflTences  in  china  va-fcs. 
And  rife  on  life's  exalted  fccne 
With  all  the  fpl^r.dor  of  a  queen."  ' 
She  fpoke,  and  in  a  trice  poffeft: 
The  empire  of  the-female  breail:  : 
And  now  the  viiionary  maids 
Difdain'd  their  ihepherds,  and  th3ir  fliades  ,* 
In  every  dream  with  rapture  fav/ 
Three  footmen,  and  a  gilt  landau  ; 
Aflum'd  a  fine  majeftic  air. 
And  learnt  to  ogle,  fwim,  and  flare. 
No  longer  beam'd  the  mcdefi  eye. 
No  longer  heav'd  the  melting  {igb,  . 

T  2  N:rlcajd 
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Neglc£led  Love,  whofe  blunted  dart 
Scarce  once  a  year  could  wound  a  heart. 
Hung  up  his  quiver  on  a  yew. 
And,  fighing,  from  the  uorlJ  withdrew. 

However,  as  the  wheel  of  life 
Sublifled  ftill  in  man  and  wife, 
Th'  aforefaid  fiends,  for  reafons  good. 
Coupled  the  fexes  as  they  cou'd. 
For  inllance— Women  made /or  thrones 
Vv'ere  match'd  with  ideots,  fots,  and  drones ; 
And  wits  were  every  day  diigrac'd 
By  honeys  without  fenfe,  or  tafle  : 
Gay  libertines  of  fixty-five, 
With  fcarce  a  nngh  limb  alive. 
Had  young  coquettes  juil  in  th-.ir  teens, 
As  v/anton  as  CircaiTia's  queens  ; 
And  youths,  whofe  years  vvere  fcarce  a  fcore, 
Were  pair'd  with  nymphs  of  fixty-four. 
Matters,  in  fiicrt,  were  fo  contriv'd. 
The  men  were  moli:  divinely  wiv.'d ; 
T'he  women  too,  to  grace  their  houfci, 
Vvcrc  blefi  Vv'ith  moll  accompllfli'd  fpouu-s. 

In  two  fiiorr  months,  perhaps  in  one, 
Both  fexes  found  thcmfclves  undone. 
And  came  in  crouds,  with  each  an  halter, 
To  hang  poor  Hym'en  on  Ids  altar. 
The  God,  the'  arm'd  but  with  his  torch, 
If.trepid  met  them  in  the  porcii ; 
And,  while  they  hector,  Lrawl,  and  bully, 
Hr.rar.gu'd  ihtw  wlih  Che  c::L-  of  Tully. 


Good 
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"  Good  folks  !  fays  he,  it  gives  me  pain 
To  hear  you  murmur,  and  complain. 
When  every  barber  in  the  town 
Knows  that  the  fault  is  all  your  own. 
Seduc'd  by  (how,  milled  by  wealth, 
Regardlefs  of  your  peace,  and  health. 
Panting  for  feathers,  whims,  and  fa!  lions. 
You  left  plain  nature's  genuine  pailicns. 
And  gave  up  all  your  real  joys. 
As  Indians  fell  their  gold  for  toys. 
You,  madam  !  who  was  pleas'd  to  fix 
Your  wilhes  on  a  coach  and  fix, 
Obtain'd  your  end,  and  now  you  £nd 
Your  hufband  ought  to  ride  behind  ; 
You  might  have  had,  without  ofFence> 
A  man  of  fpirit,  foul,  and  fenfe, 
Wou'd  you  have  Hoop'd  to  take  the  air 
In  a  plain  chariot  and  a  pair. 
You  too,  my  venerable  fage  ! 
Had  you  reflefted  on  your  age, 
Wou'd  fcarce  have  took,  to  be  undone, 
A  fprightly  girl  of  twenty-one. 
Your  ladyihip  difdain'd  to  hear 
Of  any  hufband  but  a  peer  ; 
Was  pleas'd  your  angel- form  to  barter 
For  a  blue  ribbon  and  a  garter  : 
And  now,  magnificently  great. 
You  feci  the  wretchedne fs  of  llate  ; 
Negledsd,  injur 'd,  fpurn'd,  and  poor> 
The  vidim  of  an  opera  whore. 

T  .3  Youi 
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Your  nclglibour  there,  the  wealthy  cit. 

Like  you  is  miferably  bit : 

Too  proud  to  drag  the  nuptial  chain 

With  the  grave  nymphs  of  Fofter-lane, 

He  married,  fuch  his  fatal  aim  was, 

A  lady  Charlotte,  from  St.  James's ; 

And  now  fjpports,  by  fcores,  and  dozens. 

His  very  honourable  coufms. 

And  entertains,  with  wine  and  cards. 

Half  the  giy  colonels  of  the  guard;:. 

Away,  ye  triflers  !  bear,  endure 

AfHiftions  which  ye  caniK)t  cure  ; 

At  leaft  with  decency  conceal 

The  pangs  your  follies  make  you  feeJ, 

In  hopes  that  feme  obliging  fever 

Will  eafe  you  of  your  dears  for  ever." 

The  crowd  difmifs'd — the  God  began 
To  mufe  upon  a  better  plan  : 
He  faw  that  things  grew  worfe  and  worfc. 
That  marriage  was  become  a  curfc  ; 
And  therefore  thought  it  }\z{i  and  .wife  was 
To  redify  this  fital  bias. 
And  in  a  taiklcfs  world  excite 
Due  rev'rence  for  his  holy  rit^. 
Full  of  his  fcheme  he  went  one  day 
To  a  lone  cottage  in  a  Ihaw, 

"Where  dwelt  a  nymph  of  ilrong  and  fhrewd  fcnfc. 
Known  by  the  naiVie  ef  Gammer  Prudence, 
Whom  Kymen,  with  a  bow  and  bufs, 
Aildrcfs'd  moft  eloc[ueritly  thvs. 

«*  Gocdy:! 
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"  Goody  !  I've  order'd  Love  to  go 
This  evening  to  the  world  below  ; 
He  travels  in  a  coach  and  fparrows. 
With  a  new  fet  of  bows  and  arrows : 
But  yet  the  rogue's  (o  much  a  child. 
So  very  whimfical,  and  wild. 
His  head  has  fuch  ftrange  fancies  in  it, 
I  cannot  trull  him  half  a  minute. 
Were  I  to  let  the  little  wanton 
Rove  as  he  lifrs  thro'  every  canton. 
Without  a  check,  without  a  rein. 
The  world  would  be  undone  again — 
We  foon  fhou'd  fee  the  lawns  and  groves 
.Quite  iill'd  with  zephyrs,  fighs,  and  doves. 
With  am'rcus  ditties,  fairy  dance.';, 
•Such  as  we  read  of  in  romances ; 
Where  princes  haunt  the  lonely  recks, 
And  duchefies  are  feeding  flocks. 
Go  then,  my  venerable  dame  1 
And  qualify  his  idle  flame; 
Jnilrucl:  thole  hearts  his  arrows  hit. 
To  puufe,  and  have  a  little  wit : 
Bid  thcxm  refle'il,  amidA  their  heat, 
'Tis  neceflary  Love  fliould  eat ; 
That  in  his  moil  ecftatic  billing 
He  pofiibly  may  want  a  fiv.li-ng. 
Perfiiade  them,  ere  they  flrft  engage. 
To  iludy  temper,  rank,  and  age. 
To  march  beneath  my  holy  banner.-. 
Congenial  in  their  tailes  an,d  manners, 

T  4  Completing 
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Completing  jail  as  heav'n  defign'd. 
All  union  both  of  fex  and  mind." 

He  faid—he  prefs'd— the  m.itron  maid. 
Benevolent  of  heart,  obey'd  ; 
Forfook  her  foHtary  grove. 
And,  v/aiting  in  the  train  of  Love, 
Watch'd  with  the  fober  eye  of  trudi 
The  workings  of  mifguided  youth  : 
And  when  the  heart  began  to  figh. 
To  melt,  to  heave,  to  bleed,  to  die. 
She  whifper'd  many  a  v/ife  remark 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Clark — 
She  hop'd  the  ladies,  in  their  choice, 
V/ould  liflen  to  her  awful  voice  : 
She  begg'd  the  men,  while  yet  their  lives 
Were  free  from  fevers,  plagues,  and  wivcS;. 
Ere  yet  the  cliariot  was  befpoke. 
To  paufe  before  they  took  the  yoke.—* 
In  fhort,  when  Cupid's  lucky  darts 
Had  pierc'd  a  pair  of  kindred  hearts. 
And  Goody  Prudence  lik'd  the  houfcs, 
filiates,  and  minds,  of  both  the  fpoufcs. 
And  found    exaft  to  form  and  law. 
The  fettlement  witho-ut  a  Haw, 
She  frankly  gave  tlicm  leave  to  wed. 
And  fandlified  the  nuptial  bed. 

Th'  event  was  fuch,  the  God  became 
Succefsful  in  his  trade,  and  fame; 
JFor  both  the  parties,  on  their  marriage, 
.  Improv'd  in  temper,  ihik,  and  carriage  ; 


Fair 
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•Fair  friendfnip  ray'd  on  either  breail 
The  funihine  of  content,  and  reH. 
Studious  each  other's  will  to  pleafe. 
And  blefs'd  with  affluence  and  eafe. 
Without  vexation,  words  or  Urife, 
They  calmly  walk'd  the  road  of  hfe  ; 
And,  happy  in  their  fondeft  joys. 
Left  a  fine  group  of  girls  and  boys, 
Refleding,  lively,  cool,  and  fage^ 
To  Ihine  upon  a  future  age. 


KE 
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VANITY   OF  HUMAN  ENJOYMENTS: 

AN    ETHI C    EPISTLE 

T    O      T    H    E 

■RIGHT     HON.    GEORGE     LYTTELTON,  ESC^  AFTER- 
WARDS   LORD    LYTTELTON,    ONE    OF    THE    LORDS 

OF     HIS    majesty's    TREASURY,    MDCCXLIX, 

I  GRANT  it,  Lyttelton  !  that  eafc,  or  joy. 
Forms  ev'ry  willi  that  glows  beneath  the  fky  ; 
That  when,  'mid  nature's  elemental  llrife, 
Th'  Almighty  fpoke  the  Chaos  into  life. 
He  meant  that  man,  of  ev'ry  good  poiTeft, 
Shou'd,  like  his  Seraphs,  live  but  to  be  bleft. 

Yet,  fpite  of  heav'n,  and  heav'n's  fupreme  decree. 
We  fondly  wander,  truth  1   from  blifs,  and  thee  ; 
Tallelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe. 
For  thought  tco  adlive,  and  tco  mad  ior  cafj  ; 
Of  feeling  exqulhte,  alive  all  o'er, 
With  ev'ry  palTion  wing'd  at  ev'ry  pcre  ; 
To  each  foft  breeze,  or  vig'rous  blalT  refign'd. 
That  fweeps  the  ocean  of  the  human  mind, 
Wc  flip  oar  anchors,  fpread  the  impatient  fail. 
Ply  all  oiu'  oars,  and  drive  before  the  gale. 

IIiTce,, 
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Hence,  as  opinion  wakes  our  hopes  or  fears. 
As  pride  infpirits,  or  as  anger  tears, 
Thefe  on  the  wings  of  moonllruck  madnefs  fly 
To  catch  the  meteors  of  ambition's  iky  ; 
Thofe,  in  pale  wifdom's  hiumbler  garb  array'd. 
Court  the  foft  genius  of  the  myrtle  ihade; 
While  others,  as  the  plaftic  atoms  pour 
More  brilliant  vifions  on  each  Idlling  hour. 
From  fcepter'd  life  and  all  its  pomps  retire. 
Or  fet,  like  Phaeton,  the  world  on  fire. 

Oft  the  fame  man,  in  one  revolving  fun. 
Is  all  he  aim.s  at,  all  he  longs  to  fnun  ; 
Eaclrgay  delufion  fliares  his  breaft  by  turns. 
With  av'rice  chills  him,  or  with  grandeur  burns  : 
To-day  the  gilded  fhrines  of  honour  move. 
To-morrow  yields  his  ev'ry  pulfe  to  love  ; 
Now  mad  for  wifdom,  now  for  wit,  and  fport. 
This  hour  at  Oxford,  and  the  next  at  court : 
Then,  all  for  purity,  he  bids  adieu 
To  each  loofe  goddefs  of  the  midnight  flew. 
Enraptured  hangs  o'er  Sherlock's  labour'd  page. 
Drinks  all  his  fenfe,  and  glows  with  all  his  rage. 
Till  fome  enormous  crimes,  unknown  before. 
From 'Rome  imported,  or  the  Cafpian  faore, 
Nurs'd  by  thy  hand,  great  Heidegger  !   attend. 
And  fink  him  to  a  mchock,  or  a.  fend. 
In  one  fhort  fpace  thus  wanton,  fober,  grave, 
/\  friend  to  virtue,  yet  to  vice  a  flave, 
-From  wifli  to  wiih  in  life's  mad  vortex  toil. 
For  ever  firuggling.  yet  for  ever  lofi. 

The 
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The  ficlde  wand'rer  lives  in  ev'ry  fcene, 
A  Clark,  a  Chartres,  or  an  Aretine, 

There  are,  his  true,  plebeian  fouls  array'd 
In  one  thick  cruft  of  apathy,  and  Ihadc, 
Whofe  dull  fenlbriunis  feci  not  once  an  a^e 
A  fpirit  brighten,  or  a  paffion  rage. 
As  the  fwift  arrow  ikiins  the  viewlefs  wind. 
No  path  indented,  and  no  mark  behind. 
So  thefe,  without  or  infamy  or  praife. 
Tread  the  dull  circle  of  a  length  of  days. 
To  fome  poor  fepulchre  in  filence  glide, 
-And  fcarcely  tell  us  that  they  liv'd,  or  died. 

Peace  to  all  fuch— but  he  whofe  warm  defires 
Or  genius  kindles,  or  ambition  fires  ; 
Who,  like  a  comet,  I'weeps  th'  aerial  void 
Of  wit  and  fame,  too  fine  to  be  enjoy 'd  ; 
For  him  the  mufe  lliall  wake  her  ev'ry  art. 
Exhibit  truth,  and  open  all  .the  heart, 
Difplay  th'  unnumber'd  ills  that  hourly  wait 
The  cells  of  wifdom,  or  the  rooms  of  ilate  : 
Then,  as  o'er  life's  unfolding  fcenes  we  fly. 
Bid  all  his  wifnes  pant  but  for  the  Iky. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene. 
From  Rome's  firft  Caefar  to  the  great  Eugene, 
Has  long  engrofs'd  the  poet's  heav'n-born  flame. 
And  pour'd  her  triumphs  tliro'  the  trump  of  fame  : 
-She  mounts  the  neighing  ileed,  th'  imperial  car, 
Grafps  the  pale  fpear,  and  rulhes  to  the  war  ; 
Beneath  her  ileps  earth's  trembling  orb  recedes, 
A  Poitiers  thunders,  and  a  CrcflV  bltedi : 

The 
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The  battle  raves around  her  fabre  flow 

Terriiic  pleafures,  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Pomps  ever  loft  in  peace,  and  but  ador'd 
When  half  a  nation  fmokes  upon  her  Avord. 
Fly  then,  ye  Genii  !   from  the  tumult  fly. 
To  all  that  opens  in  a  rural  Iky  : 
There,  as  the  vale,  the  grove,  the  zephyrs  pour 
Each  purer  rapture  on  the  guiltlefs  hour. 
From  ev'ry  fhrub  content's  loft  foliage  glean. 
And  rife  the  Platos  of  the  vernal  fcene. 

And  is  it  fo  ?  Does  fcience  then  pofTefs 
Alone  the  godlike  privilege  to  blefs  ? 
Will  fame  her  wreaths  to  moral  wifdom  yield,. 
And  give  the  pen  to  blaze  above  the  fhield  ? 
Say,  does  fair  blifs  delight  in  Maudlin's  grove^ 
In  Stanhope's  villa,  or  in  Young's  alcove  ? 
Deigns  llie  on  Seeker's  modeil:  page  tofuine  ? 
Or  bsams  the  goddufs,  Lytte!ton  !  on  thine  r 

A;k  at  yon  tomb,  where  Cudworth's  mighty  name 
Weeps  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  wit,  and  fame  ; 
Cudworth,  whofe  fpirit  flew,  with  fails  unfurl'd. 
Thro'  each  vail:  empire  of  th'  ideal  world, 
Pierc'd  thro'  the  mylHc  fhades  o'er  nature  thrown. 
And  made  the  fcui's  immenfity  his  own. 
Yettho'  his  fyftcm  wit  and  fcience  fir'd, 
Tho'  Wilmot  trembled,  andtho'  Hobbes  expir'd, 
Mii^aken  zeal,  mad  bigotry  confpire. 
All  Turner's  dullnefa,  and  all  Oxford's  fire. 
Ail  envy's  poifons,  all  a  nation's  rage. 
And  all  hell's  imps  to  blail:  th'  unnniili'd  page. 

Much 
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Much-injur'd  ihade,  to  truth,  to  virtue  dear,— 
Be  calm,  ye  witlings  !   and,  ye  zealots  1  hear  : 
And,  while  this  bright  intelligence  pervades 
Th'  ideal  world,  and  riles  e'er  the  iTiade?, 
His  mines  of  wifdom,  if  you  can,  explore. 
Then  fliut  the  volume,  and  be  vain  no  more. 

Genius,  and  Taile,  alas !   too  cfcen  prove 
The  vvorft  of  niifchiefs  to  the  wretch  they  love  ; 
Born  but  to  vex,  to  torture,  to  dellroy. 
Too  wild  for  ufe,  too  exquifite  for  joy  ; 
By  fome  myfterious  curfe  6rdain'd  to  know 
Each  wit  a  rival,  and  each  fool  2.  foe. 
For  'tis  a  crime  too  great  to  be  forgiv'n, 
A  giant  fm  that  bars  the  gate  of  heav'n. 
If  thefe  meridian  funs  but  dare  to  fnine 
In  the  fame  orb  with  Gibber's  mufe  and  mine. 

Yet,  fpite  of  envy,  fcience  might  be  great. 
Could  fcience  but  allow  her  fons  to  eat : 
Could  he,  whofe  name  along  the  frream  of  time 
Expanded  fiies,  and  lives  in  ev'ry  ciime. 
Exalt  his  fpirits  with  fome  nobler  fare 
Than  the  thin  breezes  of  St.  James's  air. 

Immortal  Halley  !  thy  unwearied  foul 
On  wifdom's  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Th'  uncertain  compafs  to  its  tafk  rcftor'd. 
Each  ocean  fathom'd,  and  each  wind  explor'd, 
Com.manded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly. 
And  gave  to  Britain  half  the  Zemblian  fky. 

And  fee,  he  comes,  diilinguifli'd,  lov'd,  carell, 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breafl ; 

His 
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His  godlike  labours  wit  and  fcience  fire. 
All  fa(^.ions  court  him,  and  all  fedls  admire  : 
While  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  unknown 
To  ev'ry  age  but  Nero's  and  our  own, 
A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  (hame 
The  Spartan  glory,  and  th'  Athenian  name — 
Tell  it,  ye  winds  !  that  all  the  world  may  hear— 
Bleft  his  old  age  with — ninety  pounds  a  year. 
Are  thefe  our  triumphs  ?  thefe  the  fums  we  give 
To  ripen  genius,  and  to  bid  it  live  ? 
Can  Britain  in  her  fits  of  madnefs  pour 
One  half  her  Indies  on  a  Roman  whore. 
And  flill  permit  the  weeping  mufe  to  tell 
How  poor  negle^led  Defagullers  fell  ? 
How  he,  who  taught  two  gracious  kings  to  view- 
All  Boyle  ennobled,  and  all  Bacon  knew. 
Died  in  a  cell,  without  a  friend  to  fave. 
Without  a  guinea,  and  without  a  grave  ? 
Poflerity,  perhaps,  may  pay  the  debt 
That  fenates  cancel,  and  that  courts  foreet : 

o 

Yet,  ah  1  what  boots  it  when  our  bards  expire 

That  earth's  lafl  ages  hang  upon  the  lyre  ? 

Can  Middleton  the  dufl  of  Tully  raife  ?      • 

Docs  Pompey  liilen  in  his  urn  to  praife  ? 

Tell  me  if  Philip's  fon  enjoy  tc-day 

Th'  applauding  pasan,  or  the  loud  huzza. 

That  fhook  pale  Afia  thro'  her  ev'ry  fhore 

When  Porus  fell,  and  freedom  was  no  more  ? 

Yet  tho'  content's  fantaliic  imafre  flies 

From  the  bright  mirrors  of  the  learn'd  and  wife, 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  the  fair,  too  partial  to  the  great. 
Lives  but  amidft  the  luxuries  of  ftate  : 
Fond  to  inftru^l  ambition  how  to  pleafe. 
She  joins  the  pomps  cf  majefty  with  eafe, 
Forfakes  the  cottage  to  adorn  the  court. 
Alike  at  Rome,  Vienna,  or  the  Porte. 

Tell  me,  O  Vifier  !  if  th'  imperial  robe 
That  giv^s  a  flave  to  nod  o'er  ha^f  the  globe, 
Say,  if  yen  crcfccnt,  by  each  Turk  ador'd. 
The  plume's  proud  labL-s,  and  the  hallow'd  fword. 
Expand  the  heart,  the  gleams  of  blifs  refine. 
And  make  the  \  irtues  of  the  bofom  thine  ? 

Ill-fated  wretch  !  to  ev'ry  ftorm  a  flave 
That  caprice  wings,  or  madnefs  bkis  to  rave  ; 
For  ever  jealous  of  a  woman's  pov/'r. 
For  ever  trembling  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Thro'  life's  wild  eddies  tcfs'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
Rais'd  by  a  fmile,  and  murder'd  by  a  tear  ! 
At  length,  each  wifh  deilroy'd,  each  vifion  fled. 
The  black  feraglio  Iteals  upon  his  bed : 
And  he,  whofe  glories  mingled  with  the  fkics. 
Adores  the  bowiiring,  licks  the  duil,  and  dies. 

O  !  could  a  king  in  heav'n's  bright  pomps  appear. 
And  make  an  angel  as  he  makes  a  peer ; 
Could  he  command  the  heart  to  beam  as  far 
As  the  foft  radiance  of  the  ducal  flar  ; 
Forbid  one  fad  anxiety  to  glow, 
One  pang  to  torture,  and  one  tear  to  flow  : 
Fly  then  on  all  the  whirlwind's  rapid  v/ing, 
To  fleal  a  thle,  or  to  bribe  a  firing  j 

In 
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In  the  full  blaze  of  glory  be  difplay'd. 
And  leave  affliction  t  J  the  vale  and  fhade. 
Yet,  ere  you  go,  ere  proud  ambition  call 
Each  yielding  wifh  to  Marli,  or  Whitehall, 
O  paufe— left  virtue  ev'ry  guard  refign. 
And  the  fad  fate  of  Ripperda  be  thine. 

This  glorious  wretch,  indulg'd  at  once  to  mov« 
A  nation's  wonder,  and  a  monarch's  love, 
Eleft  with  each  charm  politer  courts  admire. 
The  grace  to  fcften,  and  the  foul  to  fire, 
Forfook  his  native  bogs  with  proud  difdain. 
And,  tho'  a  Dutchman,  rofe  the  pride  of  Spala. 
This  hour  the  pageant  waves  th'  imperial  rod. 
All  Philip's  empire  trembling  at  his  nod  ; 
The  next  difgrac'd  he  flies  to  Britain^:  iile. 
And  courts  the  funfliine  of  a  Walpole's.finlle  : 
Unheard,  defpis'd,  to  fouthern  climes  he  ffcer^j 
And  lliines  again  at  Salie,  and  Algiers, 
Bids  pale  Morocco  all  his  fchemes  adore. 
And  pours  her  thunder  on  th'  Hefperian  Ihorc  : 
All  nature's  ties,  all  virtue's  creeds  belied. 

Each  church  abandoned,  and  each  God  denied, 

\Vithout  a  friend,  a  L-pulchre  to  iliield 

His  carcafe  fi-om  the  vultures  of  the  field. 

He  dies,  of  all  ambition's  fons  the  wont. 

By  Afric  hated,  and  by  Europe  curd. 

*'  He  earns  his  fate  who  will  for  phantoms  tell/' 

Exclaims  the  goddefs  of  the  mirthful  fmil?. 

'*  From  wild  ambition,  with  her  every  care. 

The  fcenes  of  grandeur,  and  the  pcmps  of  war^ . 
Vol.  LXV.  U    '  Ficaj 


*<)o  CAWTHORK's    POEMS. 

From  all  a  court's  proud  pageantry  admires. 

All  Ccience  willies,  and  all  glory  fires, 

Fly  to  my  arms,  from  fame,  from  anguifli  free. 

And  talle  a  luxury  of  blifs  with  mc. 

For  me  the  genial  fpring,  the  vernal  fhow'r, 

Wake  the  bright  verdure,  and  th'  unfolding  flow'r  ; 

Arabia's  fvveets  in  all  my  moments  fly. 

The  zephyr's  plumage,  and  the  wing  of  joy. 

Each  richer  viand  that  the  air  provides. 

That  earth  unbofoms,  or  that  ocean  hides. 

All  that  can  nature's  finer  organs  move. 

The  pow'rs  of  mufic,and  the  folds  of  love. 

To  my  keen  fenfes  are  indulgent  giv'n, 

Jn  one  wild  extafy  of  life  and  heav'n. 

'*  Yet,  yet,  dear  youth  !   the  fair  enchantrcfs  fliun. 
To  yield  a  m.oment  is  to  be  undone  : 
All  Etna's  poifons  mingle  v/ith  her  breath. 
The  feeds  of  ficknefs,  and  the  gales  of  death. 
She  aims  to  ruin,  lives  but  to  beguile. 
And  all  hell's  horrors  breed  beneath  her  fmile." 

'Tis  thus,  my  Lyttekon  !   that  men  luirfue 
Each  varied  mode  of  pleafure  but  the  truj  ; 
To  ev'ry  vice,  each  luxury  a  prey. 
That  murders  blifs,  and  hurries  life  away. 
Their  headilrong  pallions  after  phantoms  run. 
And  Hill  miftake  a  meteor  for  a  fun. 

Yet  hear,  ye  wand'rers  !   hear,  while  we  impart 
A  light  that  fhcds  fair  peace  on  ev'ry  heart ; 
V7hich,  Arirtides  !   beam'd  on  tliy  e^ile, 
A;id  made  a  Regulut;  'mid  torture:,  imile. 

Virtue, 
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Virtue,  immortal  virtue  !   born  to  pleafe, 
Tiie  ciiiid  of  heaven,  ana  the  fource  of  eafe. 
Bids  ev'ry  bllfs  on  human  life  attend. 
To  et^'ry  rank  a  kind,  a  faithful  friend  ; 
Infpirits  nature  'midH  the  fcenes  of  toil. 
Smoothes  languor's  cheek,  and  bids  fell  want  recoil  > 
Shines  from  the  mitre  with  unfullied  rays'. 
Glares  on  the  crclr,  and  gives  the  ftar  to  blase  ; 
Supports  dirtin<;:cion,  fpreads  ambition's  Aing% 
Forms  fciints  of  queens,  and  demigods  of  kings  ; 
O'er  grief,  oppreilion,  envy,  fcorn  prevails, 
And  m.akes  a  wOttage  greater  than  V'erfailh 
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WIT   AND   LEARNING 

AN     ALLEGORY. 

WHOEVER  looks  on  life  n^Il  fee 
How  flrangely  mortals  difagree  ; 
This  reprobates  what  That  approves. 
And  Tom  diflikes  what  Harry  loves ; 
The  foldier's  witty  on  the  fallor. 
The  barber  drolls  upon  the  taylor ; 
And  he  who  makes  the  nation's  wills. 
Laughs  at  the  dodor  and  his  pills. 

Yet  this  antipathy  we  find 
Not  to  the  fons  of  earth  confin'd  ; 
Each  fchcol-boy  (ees,  v.dth  half  an  eye. 
The  quarrels  of  the  Pagan  {ky  : 
For  all  the  poets  fairly  tell  us. 
That  gods  themfelves  are  proud  and  jealous  ; 
And  will,  like  mortal,  f.vear,  and  lieftor, 
\yhen  mellow'd  with  a  cup  of  nctSkar. 

But  waving  thefe,  and  fuch  like  fancies. 
We  meet  with  in  the  Greek  romances. 
Say,  fhall  th'  hiftcric  mufe  retail 
A  little  allegoric  tale  ? 
Nor  Hole  from  Plato's  myftic  tome,  nor 
Tranllated  from  the  vcif:  cf  Homer, 
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But  copied,  in  a  modern  age. 
From  nature,  and  her  faireft  page. 

Olympian  Jove,  whofe  idle  trade  is 
Employ'd  too  much  among  the  ladies, 
Tho'  not  of  m.anners  mighty  chafle. 
Was  certainly  a  god  of  taile  ; 
Would  often  to  his  feafts  admit 
A  deity,  whofe  name  was  Wit ; 
And,  to  amufe  the  more  difcerning. 
Would  ailv  th3  company  of  Learning. 

Tiearning  was  born,  as  all  agree. 
Of  Truth's  half-iiiler.  Memory  ; 
A  nymph  who  rounded  in  h^r  fhape  was- 
By  that  great  artlfl:  Efculapius. 

Euphrofme,  the  younger  grace, 
Matchlei's  in  feature,  mien,  and  face. 
Who,  like  the  beauties  of  thefe  late  days. 
Was  fond  of  operas,  and  cantatas. 
Would  often  to  a  grot  retire 
To  lificn  to  Apollo's  lyre  ; 
And  thence  becam.e,  fo  Ovid  wii^ 
A  mother  to  the  god  of  v/li. 

V/it  was  a  ilrange  unlucky  child. 
Exceeding  Hy,  and  very  v/ild  ; 
Too  volatile  for  truth,  or  lav/, 
Ke  minded  but  his  top,  or  taw  ; 
And,  ere  ha  reach'd  the  age  of  fix, 
Kad  play'd  a  thoufand  waggifli  tricks.— 
Ke  drili'd  a  hole  in  Vulcan's  ketllcs. 
He  ilrjv/'d  Miner va'5;  bed  with  nettles, 
;  U  3  Climb'd 
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Climb'd  up  the  folar  car  to  ride  in't. 
Broke  off  a  prong  from  Neptune's  trident. 
Stole  Amphitrite^s  fav'rite  fea-knot. 
And  urin'd  in  Allrea's  tea-pot. 

Learning,  a  lad  of  fober  mien. 
And  half  a  pedant  at  fifteen. 
Had  early  thrown  away  his  corals, 
To  ftudy  nature,  and  her  morals  ; 
Was  always,  let  who  would  cppofe  it. 
Fall:  by  Minerva  in  her  clofet ; 
And  while  gay  Wit,  as  black  as  foot  all. 
Was  kicking  up  and  down  a  foot-ball, 
. Learning,  vviih-philofophic  eye, 
Rang'd  ev'ry  corner  of  the  iky  ; 
Spent  many  a  play-day  to  unriddle 
I'he  mufic  of  Apollo's  fiddle  ; 
And,  if  he  ever.chanc'd  to  meet 
Plls  uncle  Merc'ry  in  the  llreet. 
Or  on  his  flight,  the  audacious  brat 
Stopp'd  him  to  aik  of  tiiis  or  that  : 
As  how  the  moon  was -evanefcent. 
Was  now  an  orb,  and  now  a  crefcent  ? 
Why  of  the  graces  ev^ch  undrell  was  ? 
Why  Pallas  ne  v  er  wore  a  ceilus  r 
Why  Ceres  reign "d  o'er  corn  and  fallads  ? 
And  why  the  Mules  dealt  in  ballads  ? 

With  thefe  difcordant  taiies  and  manners.. 
And  lifted  under  difr'rcnt  banners, 
I^earning  and  Wit,  as  lays  the  £ible, 
-Appeared  at  Jove's  imperial  table, 

And 
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And  tiirew  oat  all  their  force  and  fire. 
Obedient  to  th'  ethereal  fire. 

Wit,  with  his  fly  fityric  vein. 
Was  always  fure  to  entertain  : 
He  rallied  with  a  tongue  as  keen 
As  Pvab'Iais,  or  the  Irifh  Dean  ; 
And  told  his  tale  with  fuch  a  grace, 
\^'ith  fuch  an  eye,  and  fuch  a  face. 
As  made  the  neclar  flow  each  cup  o'er. 
And  fet  the  Synod  in  an  uproar. 

Learning  had  not  the  Ciill  to  hit 
The  comic  cafl;  and  life  of  Wit  : 
With  look  morofe,  and  aukward  air. 
He  fat  ungraceful  in  his  chair  ; 
With  diffidence  and  blufhes  fpoke. 
And  had  no  reliili  for  a  joke  ; 
So  that  the  little  urchin  Cupid 
Thought  liim  infenfible,  and  ilupid  ; 
And  Hebe,  tho'  a  well-bred  lafs. 
Would  fcarcely  OiF;;r  him  his  glafs. 

iiowe^'cr,  when  the  fprightly  bowl 
Had  thaw'd  the  ice  about  his  foul. 
He  th-?n,  with  majclly,  btg^.n 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  of  man  ; 
Correal,  fententious,  cool,   fevere. 
He  gain'd  upon  the  attentive  ear, 
Charm'd  all  the  Gods,  but  Wit,  and  Con-'  .-. 
And  that  abufive  cynic,  Momuc. 

In  length  of  time,  as  oft  the  cafe  is 
In  many  fubluiiary  places, 

U  4  Thcfc 
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Thefe  demigods  with  jealous  eye 

Began  to  look  a  little  ihy  ; 

And  oft,  to  wound  each  other's  breafc. 

Let  off  a  keen  farcailic  jcil. 

Learning,  with  many  a  ftroke,  would  hit 

The  pert  viv^acity  of  Wit ; 

And  Wit  threw  all  his  keenell  fatire 

On  Learning's  fiow,  pedantic  nature. 

It  happen'd  once  when  Jove  had  made 
A  feaft  in  Ida's  holy  fnade, 
And  all  the  Gols,  whcfe  heads  could  bear  it. 
Had  emptied  each  a  fialk  of  claret ; 
Wit,  who  from  his  celefiial  liquor 
Wagg'd  his  free  tongue  a  little  quicker. 
Began,  with  many  a  bitter  feoff. 
To  play  his  brother  Learning  off; 
Afxi'd  him  if  yet  his  pains  and  care 
Kad  learnt  to  make  the  circle  fquare  ? 
If  all  his  vifionary  ravings 
Cou'd  weave  brocade  from  walnut  {}:a\ings  ' 
}{  his  mechanic  Ikill  cou'd  catch 
Perpetual  motion  in  a  watch? 
Or  forge  a  pendulum  endued 
With  power  to  tell  the  longitude  ? 

Learning  had  much  ado  to  fit. 
And  hear  tnc  petulance  of  Wit  : 
A  ghailly  palenefs  fpread  his  look. 
His  nerves  with  quick  convulfions  flicok  : 
At  length,  in  accents  Icud  and  high, 
Vefuvius  flaming  in  Lis  eys. 


He 
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He  bui-ft ''  Anddar'il  thou,  wayward  chit  I 

Thou  idcot  God  of  ideot  Vv'it  ! 
Untaught  as  yet  to  know  thy  letters, 
AfFront,  thou  infoler.t  !  thy  betters  ? 
Here,  puppy  !  with  this  penny  get 
A  horn-book,  or  an  alphabet ; 
And  fee  if  that  licentious  eye 
Can  tell  a  great  A  from  an  I  ? 
Throw  but  another  jell  on  me, 
I'll  lay  thee,  mifcreant  I  on  my  knee. 
And  print  fuch  welks  thy  naked  feat  on. 
As  never  truant  felt  at  Eton. 

V/it,  with  refentment  raving  wild. 
Thus  call'd  an  ideot  and  a  child. 
Without  preambles,  or  excufes, 
Seiz'd  upon  Mercury's  caduceus. 
And  with  fuch  force  the  weapon  throws. 
It  flatted  half  his  rival's  nofe  : 
While  he,  Minerva's  boaii,  and  care, 
Pluck'd  a  large  bodkin  from  her  hair. 
And  aim'd  the  freely  pointed  dart 
With  fuch  dexterity  of  art. 
That,  had  rot  beauty's  lovely  queen. 
Fail-  Venus,  fpread  her  fan  between. 
And  taught  the  flying  death  to  fix 
Gr.'klefs  among  the  iv'ry  fticks, 
Wk's  future  triumphs  had  been  o'er. 
And  Europe  heard  his  name  no  more. 

Jove,  vvho  had  no  fuprem.e  delight  in 

Domeilic  brawls,  or  civil  figliting. 

Since 
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Since  firft  he  heard  the  nuptial  tune  flow 
So  iVveetly  from  the  tongue  of  Juno, 
Vcx'd  that  thefe  two  illiberal  guefts 
Should  dare  to  violate  his  feaib. 
In  a  tremendous  fit  of  cho-ler, 
Seiz'd  both  their  worlhips  by  the  collar. 
And,  minding  not  their  meek  fubmitting, 
Kick'd  them  from  Ida  down  to  Britain. 

Poor  Learning  had  the  luck  to  fall 
Plump  in  the  arec  of  Clare-hall, 
Juil  US  old  Wilcox,  from  a  flope. 
Was  gazing  thro'  his  telefcope. 
To  find  a  comet  whofe  bright  tail  is 
Eccentric  n^om  the  time  of  Thales. 
Pleas'd  with  his  fcientific  look. 
He  fent  him  fir  ft  to  Sam  the  cook  ; 
-And  having  filled  his  empty  belly 
With  mutton-broth,  and  meagre  jelly. 
Gave  him  a  robe  of  lleek  prunella. 
And  VL^ry  wifely  made  him  fellow. 

V.'it,  as  his  deiliny  decrees, 
Dropp'd  in  the  court  of  Common-Pleas, 
Upon  a  trufs  of  trie fs  and  bills. 
And  took  the  Ihapc  of  juftice  Willes  : 
But  focn  obferving  round  the  columns 
Reports  in  half  a  thoufand  volumes  ; 
And,  finding  all  thofe  earth-worm  fouls 
Who  hold  th'  exchequer,  or  the  rolls, 
Kc  left  the  law,  and  all  iti  drudges. 
With  curfcs,  to  my  icrdo  tiie  judges. 
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Call'd  for  a  coach,  and  went  to  dwell 
At  Robin  Dodfley's  in  PaJI-Mall. 

'Twas  right-  for  rtow  whcre-e'er  he  came 
He  bufied  all  the  tongues  of  fame  ; 
Was  welcome  to  the  feilal  board. 
And  had  his  ^footman,  and  his  lord; 
V/ould  often  vifit  in  a  chair 
The  noble  Stanhope  in  May-fair  ; 
Or  dine,  when  bufmefs  would  permit. 
With  that  great  -ftatefman  William  Pitt. 
'Tis  faid  too  he  was  fometimes  feen 
On  Garrick's  vifionary  fcene  : 
Ijut  Garrick,  who  prefers  a  guinea 
To  all  the  eloquence  of  Pliny, 
Obferving  this  unlucky  railer 
Was  neither  mechaniil  nor  taylor  ; 
That  half  the  audience  of  the  day 
Came  not  to  hear,  but  fee,  a  play ; 
That  many  a  fquire,    and  many  a  cit. 
Were  pleas 'd  with  any  thing  but  Wit ; 
Shut  out,  with  much  indecent  rage. 
The  geniuo  of  the  comic  ftage, 
A.nd  open'd  his  theatric  inn 
To  Scaramouch,  and  Harlequin. 

Learning  would  fometimes  drop  his  gown. 
And  take  a  winter-jaunt  to  town  ; 
Often  call'd  in  at  Hitch's  llvop, 
^  And  din'd  at  'iZ  olly's  on  a  chop  ; 
On  Thurfday  met  the  grave  refcrt 
■Of  f-ider  merchants  in  Crane-court, 

To 
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To  rack  a  cockle,  or  to  fee 

The  nice  difTeftion  of  a  flea  : 

But  having  never  chanc'd  to  wear 

A  bag-wi^  or  a  folitairc. 

And  dreiTmg  in  a  kerfey,  thicker 

Than  that  which  cloaths  a  Cornifli  vicar. 

He  kldom  had  the  luck  to  eat 

In  Berkley-fquare,  or  Grofvenor-rtrcct. 

'Twas  written  in  the  book  of  fate, 
Thefe  rivals  fhould  each  other  hate  ; 
No  wonder  then  that  each  proud  imp  was 
As  v»'ayward  here  as  on  Olympus. 
Vv'it  look'd  on  Learning,  as  he  grev/  great. 
Tuft  as  a  felon  looks  on  Newgate  : 
Vv'hile  Learning,  who  cculd  never  hide 
His  haughty  academic  pride. 
Had  fuch  a  keen  contempt  for  Wit, 
He  caird  him  nothing  but  the  chit  ; 
And,  if  he  met  him  at  noon-day. 
Would  turn  his  face  another  way. 

However,  on  fome  fcftal  nights 
By  chance  they  both  dropp'd  in  at  White's 
With  learned  lords,  and  noble  bards. 
Who  had  no  appetite  for  cards. 
And  cculd  decide  v/henc'er  they  met 
Momentous  truths  v.ithout  a  bet. 
\vh  v.ith  vi\acity  of  tongue 
Firft  led  th'  admiring  ear  along  ; 
His  fancy  active,  wild,  and  free  as 
Conteption  when  fne  breeds  ideas. 

Flew 
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Flew  o'er  each  undifcover'd  part 
Of  nature,  and  the  worlds  of  art. 
And  brought  with  fuch  a  nice  decorum 
A  group  of  images  before  him. 
So  genuine,  yet  fo  uncommon. 
With  fuch  a  glow  of  tints  upon  'em. 
That  all  was  fpirit,  force,  and  fenfe, 
Loofe  as  the  zone  of  negligence. 
Simple  as  truth's  fair  handmaid  nature. 
And  deadly  as  the  fling  of  fatire. 
Dejected  Learning  fat  opprcfs'd  ; 
Around  him  flew  the  taunt  and  jeft  : 
Whatever  jull  remarks  he  made. 
Or  to  demonfirate,  or  perfuade. 
Wit,  by  fome  fly  malicious  comment. 
Took  off,  or  routed  in  a  m.om.ent. 
However,  when  a  paufe  appear'd. 
And  fober  reafon  could  be  hear'd. 
He  then  in  all  his  thunder  rifes. 
Strips  off  his  rival's  thin  diiguifes  ; 
Shews  where  his  mifconceiving  fenfe 
Led  to  a  groundlefs  confequence, 
Miflook  an  error  for  a  wonder, 
A  demonilration  for  a  blunder. 
Or,  having  a  delufive  fcent  got, 
Afhrm'd  the  very  thing  he  meant  not. 

Yet,  after  all,  fmce  mirth  and  drinking 
Arc  prlz'd  above  fedater  thinking, 
Tho'  Learning  got  a  world  of  praife. 

And  added  fplendor  to  his  bavs, 

Their 
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Their  lordfliips,  frightcn'd  at  th'  expence 
Of  lilt'ning  to  exalted  fenfe. 
And  deeming  that  the  taint  of  knowledge 
Would  make  the  cofFee-houfe  a  college. 


That  man's  great  end  was  to  be  witty  :. 
And  therefore  ordcr'd,  every  foul. 
Wit  (hou'd  be  cntcr'd  on  the  roll. 
And  be  allow'd,  to  raife  his  vein, 
A  weekly  prefent  of  champaigne  ; 
That  if  proLid  Learning  ihould  prcfunie 
To  fet  his  foot  v/ithin  the  room, 
Arthur  Ihould  fhew  him  to  the  door. 
And  bid  the  pedant  come  no  more. 

Learning  thus  kick'd  from  ev'ry  palace,  . 
And  left  a  viclim  to  the  gallows. 
Began  to  fee  that  Ikill  in  letters 
Would  ne'er  advance  him  with  his, betters ; 
That  tho'  he  led  them  thro'  the  darl: 
With  all  the  lights  of  Locke  and  Clarke, 
And  made  his  heart,  and  head,  and  eyes  ach 
Vv^ith  reading  nature,  and  Sir  liaac. 
Yet  all  that  wiflcm  could  not  be 
Priz'd  like  a  lively  repartee  : 
He  therefore,  in  a  gloomy  fit, 
Refolv'd  to  fet  up  for  a  Wit ; 
But  found,  alas  !  howe'er  he  drell:  her, 
"^rhat  fcience  was  a  wretched  jeller  ; 
That  tho'  he  jok'd  from  moon  to  moon. 
He  made  a  very  dull  buffoon  ; 

For 
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For  all  his  jocular  narrations 

Smelt  of  his  algebra  equations. 

And  came  upon  tlie  tortur'd  ear 

Stiff  as  the  periods  of  Dacier. 

Wit,  too,  whcfe  excellence  and  merit 

Wa.5  mere  vivacity  of  fpirit, 

Obfsrving  that  your  graver  folk 

Had  little  value  for  a  joke. 

Would  needs,  in  nature's  bcld  defiance,. 

Mount  the  tremendous  chair  of  fciencs  ; 

And  dar'd  to  argue  pro  and  con 

As  gravely  as  the  grave  Sorbonne : 

But  wanting  all  that  fine  difcerning 

W^hich  marks  the  charadler  of  Learning, 

And  all  the  elemental  rules 

Of  erudition,  and  the  fchools. 

The  gay  profefTor  oft  millook 

Alike  his  quelHon  and  his  book  ; 

Dropped  a  conundrum  out  of  feafon. 

And  jelled  Vv'hen  he  ought  to  reafon. 

Thus  on  the  world's  wild  billows  tofl:. 
And  half  their  moments  idly  loii, 
Tir'd  of  applaufe,  and  fick  of  ftrife. 
They  each  refolv'd  to  take  a  wife. 
Learning,  who  often  went  to  fee 
Lady  Anne  Bentinck  at  her  tea. 
Met  there  a  maid  as  fair  as  chafce, 
Li  life's  full  bloom,  whofe  name  was  Talle. 
' Twas  then  his  heart  began  to  move 
With  the  firll  tender  throb  of  love. 

And 
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And  often  hcav'd,  it  knew  not  why. 
With  fomethins:  Ibfter  than  a  fiQ-h. 
He  gaz'd,  he  blufh'd,  he  ccurted,  prefl,. 
And  was  at  length  completely  blcil : 
For  Ihe,  who  had  not  learnt  to  doat 
On  folly  in  a  fcarlet  coat. 
To  Learning's  blifsful  arms  rcfign'd 
Her  graceful  form,  and  lovely  mind.. 
Wit  too,  when  pail  the  fire  of  youths 
Was  married  to  the  veHal,  Truth  ; 
A  nymph  whofe  awful  air  and  mien 
Difplay'd  the  beauty,  and  the  queen.. 

Tradition  tells  us.  Hymen  fwcre 
That,  till  this  bright  nufpicious  hour,. 
There  never  in  his  holy  hoiife  was 
So  fine  a  group  of  noble  fpoufcs ; 
For  both  the  bridegrooms,  on  their  marrir.ge, 
Improv'd  in  tem.per,  fenfe,  and  carriage. 
Learning,  his  cha'rming  wife  to  pleafe, 
AfTum'd  her  elegance  and  eafe ;  - 
And  Wit,  to  humour  Truth,  agreed 
To  paufe,  to  doubt,  rcileft,  and  read. 
In  fliort,  tliey  led  delicious  lives, 
Belov'd,  and  honoured  by  their  wives  ; 
And,  happy  in  their  nuptial  duties. 
Each  had  a  progeny  of  beauties, 
Matchiefs  in  feature,  form,  and  parts, 
Diilinguifii'd  by  the  name  of  Arts. 


A  FATHER'S 
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FATHER'S  EXTEMPORE  CONSOLATION 


ON       THE 


DEATH  OF  TWO  DAUGHTERS, 


WHO    LIVED    OXLY     TWO    DAYS, 


LE  T  vulgar  fouls  endure  the  body's  chain. 
Till  life's  dull  current  ebbs  in  ev'ry  vein. 
Dream  out  a  tedious  age  ere,  wide  difplay'd. 
Death's  blackefl  pinion  wraps  them  in  the  ihade, 

Thefe  happy  infants,  early  taught  to  fhun 
All  that  the  world  admires  beneath  the  fun, 
Scorn'd  the  weak  bands  mortality  could  tie. 
And  fled  impatient  to  their  native  fky. 

Dear  precious  babes  !  — Alas !  when,  fondly  wild, 
A  mother's  heart  hung  melting  o'er  her  child. 
When  my  charm 'd  eye  a  flood  of  joy  expreG'd, 
And  all  the  father  kindled  in  my  breafl, 
A  fudden  palenefs  feiz'd  each  guiltlefs  face. 
And  death,  tho'  fmiling,  crept  o'er  cv'ry  grace. 

Vol.  LXV.  X  Nature  I 
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Nature  !  be  calm — heave  not  th'  impaflion'd  Tighj 
Nor  teach  one  tear  to  tremble  in  my  eye. 
A  few  uRfpotted  moments  pafs'd  between 
Their  dawn  of  being,  and  their  clofmg  fcene: 
And  fure  no  nobler  blefSng  can  be  giv'n. 
When  one  iliort  anguiih  is  the  price  of  heav'n. 


THE 
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A      TALE, 


SOME  Antiquarians,  grave,  and  loya]. 
Incorporate  by  charter  royal, 
Laft  winter,  on  a  Thurfday  night,  were 
Met  in  fall  fenate  at  the  Mitre. 
The  prefident,  like  Mr.  Mayer, 
Majeftic  took  the  elbow  chair. 
And  gravely  fat  in  due  decorum 
\yith  a  fine  gilded  mace  before  him. 
Upon  the  table  were  difplay'd 
A  Britifh  knife  without  a  blade, 
A  comb  of  Anglo-Saxon  feal, 
A  patent  with  king  Alfred's  feal. 
Two  rufled  mutilated  prongs, 
Suppos'd  to  be  St.  Dunllan's  tongs,- 
With  which  he,  as  the  Hory  goes. 
Once  took  the  devil  by  the  nofe. 

Awhile  they  talk'd  of  ancient  modes. 
Of  manufcripts,  ancT  Gothic  codes. 
Of  Roman  altars,  camps,  and  urns. 
Of  Caledonian  (liields,  znd  churns ; 

X  2  Whe:l>c;- 
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Whether  the  druid  flipt  or  broke 

The  mifletoe  upon  the  oak  ? 

If  Heclor's  fpear  was  made  of  afh^ 

Or  Agamemnon  wore  a  fafh  ? 

If  Cleopatra  drefs'd  in  blue. 

And  wore  her  treffes  in  a  queue  ? 
At  length  a  dean  who  underllood 

All  that  had  pafs'd  before  the  Flood, 

And  could  in  half  a  minute  fliew  ye 

A  pedigree  as  high  as  Noah, 

Got  up,  and  with  a  folemn  air 

(Firfl  humbly  bowing  to  the  chair) 

**  If  aught,  fays  he,  deferves  a  name 
Immortal  as  the  roll  of  fame. 
This  venerable  group  of  fages 

Shall  flourifn  in  the  lateft  ages. 
And  wear  an  amaranthine  crown 
When  kings  and  empires  are  unknown. 
Perhaps  e'en  I,  whofe  humbler  knowledge 
Ranks  me  the  loweft  of  your  college. 
May  catch  from  your  meridian  day 
At  lead  a  tranfitory  ray  : 
For  I,  like  you,  thro'  ev'ry  clime. 
Have  trac'd  the  ftep  of  hoary  Time, 
And  gather 'd  up  his  facred  fpoils 
With  more  than  half  a  cent'ry's  toils. 
Whatever  virtue,  deed,  or  name. 
Antiquity  has  left  to  fame, 

la 
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In  every  age,  and  every  zone. 
In  copper,  marble,  wood,  or  ftone. 
In  vafes,  flow'r-pots,  lamps,  and  fconces. 
Intaglios,  cameos,  gems,  and  bronzes, 
Thele  eyes  have  read  thro'  many  a  cruft 
Of  lacker,  varnifh,  greafe,  and  dull ; 
And  now,  as  glory  fondly  draws 
My  foul  to  win  your  juft  applaufe, 
I  here  exhibit  to  your  view 
A  medal  fairly  worth  Peru, 
Found,  as  tradition  fays,  at  Rome, 
Near  the  Quirinal  Catacomb." 

He  faid,  and  from  a  purfe  of  fatin, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  leaf  of  monkilli  Latin, 
And  taught  by  many  a  clafp  to  join. 
Drew  out  a  dirty  copper  coin. 
Still  as  pale  midnight  when  llie  throws 
On  heav'n  and  earth  a  deep  repofe. 
Loll  in  a  trance  too  big  to  fpeak, 
The  Synod  ey'd  the  fine  antique  ; 
Examin'd  ev'ry  point,  and  part. 
With  all  the  critic  Ikill  of  art  ; 
Rung  it  alternate  on  the  ground 
In  hopes  to  know  it  by  the  found  ; 
Applied  the  tongue's  acuter  fenie 
To  tafte  its  genuine  excellence. 
And  with  an  animated  guil 
liick'd  up  the  confecratcd  rull : 

X  3  Nor 
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Nor  yet  content  with  what  the  eye 
By  its  own  fun-beams  cou'd  defcry. 
To  ev'ry  corner  of  the  brafs 
They  clapp'd  a  microfccpic  glafs  ; 
And  view'd  in. raptures  o'er  and  o'er 
The  ruins  of  the  learned  ore. 

Pythagoras,  the  learned  fage. 
As  you  may  read  in  Pliny's  page. 
With  much  of  thought,  and  pains,  and  care^ 
Pound  the  proportions  of  a  fquare. 
Which  threw  him  in  fuch  frantic  fits 
As  almoll  robb'd  him  of  his  wits. 
And  made  him,  awful  as  his  name  was. 
Run  naked  thro'  the  ftrects  of  Samos. 
With  the  fame  fpirits  dodlor  Romans, 
A  keen  civilian  of  the  Commons, 
Fond  as  Pythagoras  to  claim 
The  wreath  of  literary  fame. 
Sprung  in  a  phrenzy  from  his  place 
Acrofs.the  table  and  the  mace. 
And  fwore  by  Varro's  ihade  that  he 
Conceiv'd  the  medal  to  a  T. 
"*  It  rings,  fays  he,  fo  pure,  and  chafte. 
And  has  fo  clafTical  a  talle. 
That  we  may  fix  its  native  heme 
Securely  in  imperial  Pvome. 
That  rafcal.  Time,  whofe  hand  purloins 
i^'r-om  fcier.ce  half  ker  Idngs  and  coins, 
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'tos  eat,  you  fee,  one  half  the  tale. 
And  hid  the  other  in  a  veil : 
But  if,  thx'-o'  cankers,  rui^,  and  fetters, 
Mifhapen  forms,  and  broken  letters. 
The  critic's  eye  may  dare  to  trace 
An  evanefcent  name,  and  face. 
This  injur'd  medal  will  appear. 
As  mid-day  fanfhine,  bright  and  clear* 
The  female  figure  on  a  throne 
Of  ruftic  work  in  Tibur'  ftone. 
Without  a  fandal,  zone,  or  boddice. 
Is  Liberty's  immortal  goddefs ; 
Whofe  facred  fingers  feem  to  hold 
A  taper  wand,  perhaps  of  gold  : 
Which  has,  if  I  miftake  not,  on  it 
The  Pileus,  or  Roman  bonnet  : 
Ey  this  the  medalliit  would  mean 
To  paint  that  fine  domeftic  fcene. 
When  the  firil:  Brutus  nobly  gave 
His  freedom  to  the  worthy  f.ave." 

V/hen  a  fpeclator  *as  got  the  jaundice, 
Each  objedl,  or  by  fea,  or  land,  is 
Difcolour'd  by  a  yellow  hue, 
Tho'  naturally  red,  or  blue. 
This  was  the  cafe  with  'fquire  Thynne, 
A  barriller  of  Lincoln*s  Inn, 
Who  never  lov'd  to  think  or  f^eak 
Of  any  thing  but  ancient  Greeks 

X  A  In 
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In  all  difputes  his  facred  guide  was 
The  very  venerable  Suidas  ; 
And  tho'  he  never  deign'd  to  look 
In  Salkeld,  Littleton,  or  Coke, 
And  liv'd  a  ftranger  .to  the  fees 
And  practice  of  the  Common-Fleas  ; 
He  ftudied  with  fach  warmth,  and  awe. 
The  volumes  of  Athenian  law. 
That  Solon's  felf  not  better  knew 
The  legiflative  plan  he  drew  ; 
Nor  cou'd  Demoflhenes  withftand 
The  rhetric  of  his  wig,  and  band  ; 
When,   full  of  zeal,  and  Arillotle, 
And  nuiler*d  by  a  fecond  bottle. 
He  taught  the  orator  to  fpeak 
Kis  periods  m  corredler  Greek. 

**  Mcthinks,  quoth  he,  this  little  piece 
Is  ceriainly  a  child  of  Greece  : 
Th'  ^rugo  has  a  tinge  of  blue 
Exactly  of  the  Attic  hue  ; 
And,  if  the  talle's  acuter  feel 
May  judge  of  medals  as  of  veal, 
I'll  take  my  oath  the  mould  and  ruft 
Are  made  of  Attic  dew  and  duft. 
Critics  may  talk,  and  rave,  and  foam. 
Of  Brutus,  and  imperial  Rome  ; 
But  Rome,  in  all  her  pomp  and  blifs. 
Ne'er  Uruck  fo  fine  a  coin  as  this. 
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Eefides,  tho'  Time,  as  is  his  way. 
Has  eat  th'  infcription  quite  away. 
My  eye  can  trace,  divinely  true. 
In  this  dark  curve  a  little  Mu  : 
And  here,  you  fee,  there  feems  to  lie 
The  ruins  of  a  Doric  Xi. 
Perhaps,  as  Athens  thought,  and  writ 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  ftyle,  and  wit. 
The  nymph  upon  a  couch  of  mallows 
Was  meant  to  reprefent  a  Pallas  ; 
And  the  baton  upon  the  ore 
Is  but  the  olive-branch  fhe  bore." 

He  faid — but  Swinton,  full  of  fire, 
AfTerted  that  it  came  from  Tyre  : 
A  moft  divine  antique  he  thought  it. 
And  v^^ith  an  empire  wou'd  have  bought  it.- 
He  fwore  the  head  in  full  profile  was 
Undoubtedly  the  head  of  Belus ; 
And  the  reverfe,  tho'  hid  in  fhade, 
Appear'd  a  young  Sidonian  maid, 
\^'hofe  trefles,  bufkins,  ihape,  and  jnien, 
Mark'd  her  for  Dido  at  fixteen  ; 
Perhaps  the  very  year  when  fhe  was 
Firll  married  to  the  rich  Sichaeus. 
The  rod,  as  he  cou'd  make  it  clear. 
Was  nothing  but  a  hunting-fpear. 
Which  all  the  Tyrian  ladies  bore. 
To  guard  them  when  they  chac'd  tlie  boar. 

A  learned 
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A  lenrned  friend,  he  cou'd  confide  on. 

Who  liv'd  full  thirty  years  at  Sidon, 

Once  iTiew'd  him,  'midft  the  feals  and  rings 

Of  more  than  thirty  Syrian  kings, 

A  copper  piece,  in  (hape,  and  fize. 

Exactly  that  before  their  eyes. 

On  which,  in  high  relief,  was  feen 

The  image  of  a  Tyrian  queen  ; 

Which  made  him  think  this  other  dame 

A  true  Phoenician,  and  the  fame. 

The  next,  a  critic,  grave,  and  big. 
Hid  in  a  moft  enormous  wig. 
Who  in  his  manner,  mien,  and  Ihape  was 
■A  genuine  fon  of  Efculapius, 
Wonder'd  that  men  of  fuch  difcerning 
In  all  th'  abftrufer  parts  of  learning, 
Cou'd  err,  thro'  want  of  wit,  or  grace. 
So  ftrangely  in  fo  plain  a  cafe. 

^'  It  came,  fays  he,  or  I  will  be  whip:. 
From  Memphis  in  the  Lower  Egypt. 
Soon  as  the  Nile's  prolific  flood 
Has  fiird  the  plains  with  flime  and  mud. 
All  Egypt  in  a  m.oment  fwarms 
W^ith  myriads  of  abortive  worms, 
Whofe  appetites  would  fcon  devour 
Each  cabbage,  artichoke,  and  flowV, 
Did  not  fome  birds,  with  adtive  zealj, 
-Eat  up  whole  millions  at  a  n;eal. 
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And  check  the  peft  while  yet  the  year 

Is  ripening  into  ftalk,  and  ear. 

This  bleffing,  vilibly  divine. 

Is  finely  pourtray'd  on  the  coin  ; 

For  here  this  line,  fo  faint  and  weak. 

Is  certainly  a  bill,  or  beak ; 

Which  bill,  or  beak,  upon  my  word. 

In  Hieroglyphics  means  a  bird. 

The  very  bird  whofe  num'rOKS  tribe  is 

Diitinguifn 'd  by  the  name  of  Ibis. 

Bendes,  the  figure  with  the  wand, 

Mark'd  by  a  fiftrum  in  her  hand. 

Appears,  the  moment  fhe  is  feen. 

An  Ifis,  Egypt's  boailed  queen. 

Sir,  I*m  as  fure,  as  if  m.y  eye 

Had  feen  the  artill  cut  the  die. 

That  thefe  two  curves,  which  wave,  and  float  thus. 

Are  but  the  tendrils  of  the  Lotus, 

Which,  as  Herodotus  has  faid, 

Th'  Egyptians  always  eat  for  bread." 

He  fpoke,  and  heard,  without  a  paufe. 
The  rifmg  murmur  of  applaufe  ; 
The  voice  of  admiration  rung 
On  ev'ry  ear  from  ev'ry  tongue : 
'Ailonifn'd  at  the  lucky  hit. 
They  Ilar'd,  they  deify 'd  his  wit. 

But  ah !  what  arts  by  fate  are  tried 
To  vex,  and  hnnible  human  pride  ! 
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To  pull  down  poets  from  ParnafTus, 
And  turn  grave  do^lors  into  afles  ! 
For  whilft  the  band  their  voices  raife 
To  celebrate  the  Sage's  praife. 
And  echo  thro'  the  houfe  convey'd 
Their  pasans  loud  to  man  and  maid; 
Tom,  a  pert  waiter,  fmart,  and  clever, 
A  droit  pretence  who  wanted  never. 
Curious  to  fee  what  caus'd  this  rout. 
And  what  the  doftors  were  about. 
Slyly  ftepp'd  in  to  fnufF  the  candles. 
And  afk  whate'er  they  pleas'd  to  want  elfe. 
Soon  as  the  Synod  he  came  near. 
Loud  diflbnance  afHiil'd  his  ear  ; 
Strange  mingled  founds,  in  pompous  flyle. 
Of  Ifis,  Ibis,  Lotus,  Nile  : 
And  foon  in  Romans'  hand  he  fpies 
The  coin,  the  caufe  of  all  their  noife. 
Quick  to  his  iide  he  flies  amain. 
And  peeps,  and  fnufFs,  and  peeps  again. 
And  tho*  antiques  he  had  no  fkilf  in. 
He  knew  a  fixpence  from  a  fhilling  ; 
And,  fpite  of  ruft,  or  rub,  ccu'd  trace 
On  humble  brafs  Britannia's  face. 
Soon  her  fair  image  he  defcries. 
And,  big  with  laughter,  and  furprize. 

He  buril: "  And  is  this  group  of  learning 

So  fliort  of  fenfe,  and  plain  difcerning. 

That 


THE    ANTIQJJ  ARI  ANS.  317 

That  a  mere  halfpenny  can  be 

To  them  a  curiofity  ? 

If  this  is  your  bell  proof  of  fcience. 

With  wifdom  Tom  claims  no  alliance ; 

Content  with  nature's  artlefs  knowledge. 

He  fcorns  alike  both  fchool  and  college." 

More  had  he  faid— -but,  lo  !   around 
A  florm  in  ev'ry  face  he  found  : 
On  Romans'  brow  black  thunders  hung. 
And  whirlwinds  rufh'd  from  Swinton's  tongue ; 
Thynne  lightning  flafh'd  from  ev'ry  pore. 
And  reafon's  voice  was  heard  no  more. 

The  tempeft  ey'd,  Tom  fpeeds  his  flight. 
And,  fneering,  bids  'em  all  good  night ; 
Convinc'd  that  pedantry's  allies 
May  be  tec  learned  to  be  wife. 
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